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CAFTAm Slyboots, quotha ! Macheath was a cap- 
tain, and so w^as Kidd the pirate, Jerry Abershaw 
(so deservedly hanged for stealing a bowl of mock- 
turtle soup) ^vas also, as I am informed, given to 
the assumption of the title of captain. I’d captain, 
them 1 I am not a revengeful man. I love mjr 
neighbour as my self; and can forgive the cabman 
who overcharges me — after I have had him up be- 
fore the magistrate, of course, and liaye seen him 
well punished for his soul’s health. But I confess 
that I should like to see Captain Slyboots boiled ; 
that I should like to see him grilled ; that I shoidd 
like to run red-hot forks — three-pronged — into 
those confounded blue eyes of his, and%o introduce 
the sharp-pointed blades of penknives b^ween his 
Hesli and his finger-nails. He has destx'oyed my 
happiness. He has made a Sahara desert of Arabella 
Lodge, and reared a hideous Upas tree in the middle 
of the Brussels carpet in the back drawing-room. 
Yes; the back drawing-room, for there — but be 
calm, iny raging soul; let me relate the story of 
my wrongs for the benefit of husbands in general, 
and gunpowder agents in particular*. Let me gibbet 
this monster, and nail liini like a vampire bat of a 
I 
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liglit dragoon-, as lie is against tlie door of tlie teinple 
^of Hjinein ■' 'Gi¥e inc a pen of adamant and a pint 
•■^bottle „0f, gall,' and' I will commit to paper the par- 
" tlcnlai^ of 4he-atecions— the fiendish, perficlj of 
■^Gaptaln -Blyhoola^ 

I spoke of gunpowder agents. I’m one of them. 
I have an office in Broad-street-, buildings, in the 
Citj of j^ndon, where I carry on the, chief agency 
of the Bangford. Powder Mills. Yon need not be 
■ afraid to- come-.-and , see me.'- We don’t keep - mnch 
OB the premises, and I never smoke before Innch. 
Good y^ars, bad }mars; niy commission, ' salary and , 
perqniaites, bring me in eight hundred a-year., 
keep, ft dog-eaH; my wife has a brougham, when- 

>:^::|bb;:wret^ed:.-bdtcasfp* 

,;r;;:pofiti;Sy^s^y^'''':I;‘,hayb^^ 

::::'ygpr!d,apW;P::sdl;d^ 

christened Thomas, and that my papa used to spell 
:;;;yli^:;snrnamo_^ — Sima - 

My Arabella — I don’t mean niy house, bnt mj 
wife — was .the beauty of Heme Bay; I married 
her in ’fifty-three, I married her for her loving 
heart, her varied accomplishments, and her long 
black ringlets. She Iiad a little property, -which I 
valued little indeed in comparison -with her own 
sweet self, and which I have invested very advan- 
tageously in the Bank of Deposit in Pall Mall East. 
We have t\vo children now^— poor helpless inno- 
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mnUl — Grenville Harooixrt, aged’ tliree, I 'rntend 
sliall become a civil engineer'^ Ambella-Loaisa, aged 
twO; is destined for the clinrcli. The deal' little 
creature is so staid and solemn^, that my wife declares 
that when she grows np some bishop will be sure 
to fall in love with her and marry her. 

Up to the month of November last year, Arabella 
Lodge was a model, on a small scale, of the garden 
of Eden. I don’t think any children in Brompton 
ever cried so seldom as did ours. My Arabella was 
a capital manager, and the housekeeping bills were 
very moderate. Our cook was a treasure, and our 
two housemaids pearls; and as for James the foot- 
boy, I never knew such a clever boy as that boy. 
In ‘gardening,' grooming, knife-cleaning, ■ errand- 
i*unning, door-answering, and bringing borne books 
from the circulating, library, be was an Admirable 
Crichton. He had but one failing— a leaning 
towards singing nigger melodies, accompanied on 
the bones, in the back garden late at night ; but a 
timely admonition, and a mild application of the 
back of a clothes-brush to the bead, cured him of 
that ungenteel propensity. I don’t think, six months 
ago, there was a happier man in Brompton — ^in 
London — ^in England — than Ilarcourt Symes. 
Blippers always ready when I came home ; children 
always shiny-faced and welI-dre^ssed, with pink bows 
on their plump little shoulders as big as kites; cat 
* — I hate cats — always snugly locked up in' the coal- 
'cellar; my Arabella smiling ; my dog Buffo turning 
over head and heels with delight in the gravel-path j 
1— a 
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tlie leaves of the bow books all ctit, tlie dinner 
ready, and the wine decanted. I entrusted her 
with everything, even with mj Garboiiners port. 
We were visited by, we received, the best families 
in the neighbourhood and outlying suburbs : the 
Almond Tumblers, of Thurlow Square (rich con- 
veyancing family), the Pouter Pigeons of the 
Gloucester Boad, the Cotchins of Brompton Square, 
the Ohiners of Chiswick Mall. We had people 
from Kensington Palace — from the Boyal Palace 
at Kensington — ^yes, sir — ^beneath our humble roof. 
Old Lady Fang, widow of George the Third’s 
dentist and cupper, and enjoying the hospitality of 
a grateful country in that dignified retreat, took 
up my Arabella. She invited the very best society 
to o\ir house. The Honourable Miss J iilia Medea 
Buffleton lives at Hampton Court Palace, yes, 
sir, and is fii*st cousin to the Lord Buffleton) used to 
come and read her three-volume novels of fashion- 
able life to my wife, before she sent them to the 
crack *V^est-end publishers, who were only prevented 
from giving them to the world an infamous 
eomhinaiion of literary diqtces. Young Guffoon 
told me as much ; and young Guffloon ought to 
know. I never mentioned the gunpowder business 
at Brompton, of course ; that might have led to a 
blow up” you know (isn’t that a joke?)| we gave 
snug little dinner parties, and quiet little dancing 
teas, and now and then a regular hrst-rate concert 
and soiree. I am not a vain man, but 1 think I 
can boast of having seen the prettiest girls and the 
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most genteel-looking parties — mean men — ^in oiu’ 
suite of rooms at Arabella Lodge, that are visible 
anjwliere out of Almack’s orlier Majesty’s drawing- 
room. 

In an evil kour — what do I say ? — a fatal, an 
irrevocable hour, the path of our tui'tle-dove felicity 
was crossed by Captain Slyboots. My wife picked 
him up — ^yes, picked him up” is the word — at the 
annual ball in aid of the funds for providing small- 
tooth combs for the destitute Shetland ponies, held 
at the Hanover Square Booms. I had an engage- 
ment at Greenwich that day, I think the landlord 
of the Trafalgar wanted some gunpowder; at all 
events I went down, and Imlf-a-dozen jolly fellows 
from the City, who, curiously, ail had business in 
Greenwich that day, went with me. "We dined 
together when business was over, and felt so ex- 
hausted with the mental anxiety^^e had gone 
through — you know how harassing bminess matters 
are — that we could not possibly get back to town 
till the last train. Lady Fang had kindly promised 
to be my wife’s chaperon at the ball (which was a 
very exclusive one, vouchers, signed by two ladies 
patronesses, being requisite to procure a ticket, 
quite tip-top style) so I felt quite easy on my 
Arabella’s account. When T retimied home rather 
late that night— -for feeling hungry after the rail- 
road journey, I had dropped in to have some supper 
at my club — I found a white camellia in a glass of 
water' on iny wife’s dressing-table; Her own bou- 
quet, which I had sent her that morning from 
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CoVent Gardei,, lay beside it all emmpled and 
faded. I neyer was of a jealous disposition — neyer I 
never 1 ba ba t too 1 never— and I tbouglit no more 
about it* I know now wlio gave ber that camellia. 

The next morning Arabella told me all about 
Captain Slyboots. He was the most delightful 
creature, she said— so droll, so full of anecdote, so 
dislmguiehed. He had been presented to her 
by Lady Fang berself, and was, indeed, a distant 
connectioii of her Ladyship. He, Slyboots, was the 
only son of Sir Crispin Slyboots, of Diddlecot Hall, 
Learyshire, immensely rich, captain in the 21st 
Hussars, and all the rest of it. It was by the 
merest chance*that lie happened to be in town so 
late in the year, but was in London, she believed, 
in order to settle somethmg with the family lawyers 
about the estates , m ' L^^^^^tysbire* 'He had asked 
permission’ ; permission bad been granted^ 

and be was to make a 'call that very day— a morning 
call. I am the most unsuspicious man breathings 
and had my, wife' told me then— mark me, then — * 
that the Sultan of Turkey, or Governor Eiigham 
Young, or any other polygamieal villain, was to call 
at Arabella Lodge, I should have driven into the 
City with a light heart. It was not long before I 
saw Captain Slyboots. I had to ask him to dinner 
before the week was over. He came very often, 
not too often for me the7i^ for he had such insinua** 
ting, such persuasive ways about him, that I really 
liked the fellow. He found out all about the gun* 
powder, and rallied me — ^^chaifed/’ he called it— in 
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a raanner at wbioli it -was impossibie to be ofiendedj 
but for which I ahoxxld like to kick him, now. He 
did me the honour — I aiaean he had the impudence 
to call on me in mj oSice in the City one morning, 
aud borrowed ten pounds of me the most affable 
-—I mean in the most jesuitical, manner. I must 
do him the justice to say that he paid me the money 
back : I wish he hadn’t, that I might sue him, and 
accumulate costs against him, and immure him in 
a life-long dungeon. Saha ! He was over six feet 
high, and had fair whiskers, which he curled ; and 
fair hail’, which he parted dowm the middle ; and 
fair moustaches, which he twisted ; and very white 
teeth, and a white hooked nose, like an eagle’s beak. 
His eyes, as I have said, were blue. You see that 
to all appearance he was as like as two peas to the 
heavy swells one sees flattening their noses against 
the windows of the army and navy clubhouses, or 
smoking big Milo cigars outside four-in-hands ; but 
Captain Slyboots was of a very different order. He 
w^asn’t solemn, and sheepish, and foolish, like the 
grandly-dressed young fellows one meets out. The 
wretch could sing and dance, and imitate the noises 
of animals, and play the banjo, and do tricks with 
the cai'ds. He could mesmerise, and make pigs out 
of oranges. He was a dab at table-turning ; could 
make a hat spin like a teetotum ; knew lots of 
poetry and all that; talked about icheinisfcry and 
Mr. Faraday; taught my wife potichoinank and 
modelling in wax; was the best archer — I had a 
target 'in my back garden— I ever binew, and played 
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tlie pianoforte brilliantly. Oli, be was sly, be was ! 
If I hadn’t known bim to be tlie son of a baronet, 
and beir to eight tbonsaiid a-y ear, I should liave 
taken bim to be a play-actor. All tbe girls wbo 
visited us were mad after bim. Clara Cotcbins 
(who has a good bit of money of ber own, tboiigli 
her father is only Ootchins, E.A., the farm-yard 
painter) positively threw herself at him, like a 
boomerang y but she came back again, also like a 
boomerang, and because Captain Slyboots wouldn’t 
make love to her, she said he was a pup])}’-. A 
pn])py ! you might as well call a Bengal tiger a 
IvittexU. Mrs. Almond Tumbler conceived a violent 
hatred to my wife, because the Captain vhitecl 
oftener at Arabella Lodge, than in Tlnmlow Square, 
and took an early occasion to inform Captain Sly- 
boots in strict confidence that w'e were only people 
in the City/’ — something quite low/’ she believed. 

I should like to know what the Tumblers are, for- 
sooth, if not people in Bedford Bow, wbo make 
their living by giinding the noses of their unfortu- 
nate clients. I alwmys bated lawyers. The Ca|)tain 
laughed, told my wife the story, and drew a pen- 
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tlie infecUoTij Kensington took it sem’elj. Tlie 
Pouter Pigeons gave a grand performance on Ke-w 
Year’s Eve in the Gloucester Eoad^ and a ball 
afterwards. A dramatised version of the Old 
Cuxiosity Shop” was the piece of the eveiiingj and 
Clara Pigeon, who is at least live feet eight inches 
high (she is called ^'Grenadier” in the domestic 
circle), insisted upon playing Little Kell.” To 
diminish from the effect of Ixer statiire, she wore a 
ridiculously short skirt, which made her look like 
an overgrown ballet-girl. To mend matters, Master. 
Tom Pigeon, who is about six inches taller than his 
sister, must needs play ^‘Quilp,” and in order to 
give himself the appearance of a dwarf, he bent Ms 
legs and hunched his body to such an extent that 
in the middle of the piece he was seized with the 
cramps, and was carried off the stage.* He wasxf t 
seen again, but lay on the sofa behind the scenes> 
moaning dismally, while Miss Pitcher, the teacher 
from Minerva House, played airs from the Trova- 
tore” on the piano. 

Of course, we must have our share in private 
theatricals, and early in the present year iny wife 
propounded to me a notable plan for an amateur 
performance on the night of the 1-ith of Pebriiary — 
Valentine’s Day, as you know* I gave way to her, 
as I did in everything, then, and gave her a cheque 
into the bargain. The programiiie was most elabo- 
rate* Pirst, we were to have a grand operatic 
selection by lady and gentlemen executants ; accom- 
panyist, the famous Signor Pappadaggi, who was my 


mW 








10 ■ CTB MBBIDX OB CABSAOT ELTBOOTS, 

wife’s singing-master, and wliom I would gladly 
liave paid for Ins services (Arabella lias — sbe had 
ratlier — a delicious contralto voice), but ^ybo insisted 
tipoii giving Ms gratuitous aid out of regard for 
Captain Slyboots, who was “ txcklar frez of ’is/’ he 
said. After the opera was to come a solo on the 
bassoon by Jack BIunderboi*e, who is a friend of 
mine in the City (Blunderbore and DoublebarreI> 
gun-stock makers, Barbican), and whom I instructed^ 
after his performance on the bassoon was over, to 
sit in a cox-ncr and not say one word until supper 
time, when I would make it up to him in game pie 
and champagne, <Jack, who is one of the best-natm^ed 
fellows alive, promised at once. To follow the bas- 
soon, Clara Pigeon, the “Orenadleif’ who is awfully 
^^blue/’ wanted to recite about half-a-dozen pages 
from Carlyle’s Latter-day Pamphlets/’ but I put 
a stop to that Ho infidel doctrines in my house, 
'Sirs. ^ S./’" said 1 1 one' 'migM' as' '' w^^^ 

Paine and the ''^Bights of Man/ at once/’ The 
performances were to end with an entirely new and 
original farce, written by Ethelred Guffoon, Esq., 
entitled The Kiss and the Kick • or, A Hint to 
ITusbands,” 

Guifoon, a good-natured young fellow enough, 
who wore peg-top trousers and a chin- tuft, vras a 
clerk in the Hose-bag and Check-string section of 
the Hackney Carnage Department in the Inland 
Eeveiiue Office, Somerset House. I don’t think that 
his official duties took up much of his time, for he 
found abundant leisure to write farces, paint impos- 
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sible landscapes on tinted paper, and make Iiimself 
agreeable in genteel societj, where, from Iiis amiable 
manners and comic acquirements, be was liiglily 
popular. The mammas were not very anxious about 
him on account of their daughters one way or the 
other, for it was generally understood that he had a 
hopeless attachment for a marchioness, who wrote 
Latin verses and played the violoncello, and was 
thereby condemned to perpetual celibacy* He was 
good enough, as I have said, to writ^ the fai'ce of 
« The Hiss and the Kick for tis j and he was, in 
virtue of his indubitably vast theatrical expeiuence, 
appointed stage manager, acting manager, prompter, 
and general director of our dramatic entertain- 
ments. There wasn^t much plot in his farce, but 
there was a great deal of fun. The point on which 
the piece seemed to turn, was this : that a Ohevaliex' 
Somebody stole a kiss from the Marquise de Some- 
body Else, and that the Marquis, her injured hus- 
band, coming in at the veiy nick*of time, revenged 
himself upon the Chevalier by inflicting on him a 
violent kick in the skirts of his brocaded coat. The 
scene of the piece had originally been laid in Eng- 
land— at Camberwell if I remember rightly — ^and 
the Chevalier, under the name of Prupper, was to 
have worn a grass-green coat with brass basket but- 
tons, a white hat, speckled stockings, and nankeen 
inexpressibles j but, as the ladies thought that 
hoops and powder would look pretty — they Iiad 
jeen Mr. Harley and Miss Leclercq in A Game at 
EompS'^^ at the Princesses— -and as the gentlemen 
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liad no objection to bag wigs and swords (tliongli 
some were slightly timorous about tlie effect of 
shorts and silk stockings till padding was suggested 
by the artful Captain Slyboots), the venue was 
changed to Tersailles, and the kick was supposed to 
be indicted for the kiss given in the palmy days of 
Louis the Fifteenth. Kow, as a malignant fate 
would hare it, Gudbon, who had the distribution of 
the parts, cast” me— that was the term he used — 
for the Marquis, Arabella for the Marchioness, and 
Captain Slyboots /or the Chevalier* I winced a good 
deal at this ; for though no sensible husband’’iil{ght 
to have any objection to his pretty wife being kissed 
(in fun) by an intimate friend — don’t we do it all 
round in our game of foxdeits at Christmas! — I 
could not bear the idea of Captain Slyboots’ mous- 
tached lips touching my Arabella’s cheek; of course 
he was only to kiss her cheek. I remonstrated with 
my wife, I privately entreated Guffoon td- change 
tjbe ** casts ; ” I pipoposed^ time after time, to change 
parts with Slyboots, offering to let him kick me 
with spurs on Jf he chose ; but all to no avail. 
Everybody, friends included, declared that I was 
cut out for the Marquis ; and at last, for fear of 
seeming to be jealous, and consequently ridiculous, 
I consented to w'aive niy objeciioii. But what a 
kick I will give him,” I thought to myself, “ on 
the night of performance, to be sure I” 

Would you believe it, that on the very hrst re- 
hearsal of the farce, Captain Slyboots coolly told 
me that of course he should kiss Arabella I I 
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pointed out to Iiim tliat sncli a proceeding at tMs 
stage was not only Inglily indecorbos but wbolly 
unnecessary; that a Mss was an operation that 
needed no rehearsing, and that both kissing and 
kicking could be postponed till the grand night. 
But my objections were scarcely uttered, before 
there arose from the audience (for we had a large 
audience at all the rehearsals) such a Babel of 
iaughterand remonstrance, that I was almost stunned. 

ought to know better/* was X)aying a bad 
compliment to my wife /* Of course Captain Siyr 
boots must kiss her/* and the like. Even old Lady 
Fang shook , her snuff-box at me, and said, Fie, 
fie, jealous manl’* Borne of them called me Blue- 
beard ; and Miss Grenadier Pigeon quoted the 
lines about the green-eyed* monster.” Miss 
Almond Tumbler told me plainly that I ought to 
be ashamed of myself; and my wife evinced such 
unmistakeable signs of beginning to cry, that 1 
bowed my head and submitted. " Kiss her. Captain,” 
I said, in a faint voice. Somehow, that kiss took a 
long time to rehearse ; but when I areally heard a 
good sounding smack, I rushed on to the stage — 
the carpet of the back drawing-room, I mean, and 
was about to assuage my 'wratlx in kicks-— in kicks, 
mind, not in a kick, when Etheix'ed Guffoon seized 
me round the waist, and from that detestable 
audience of women in the front drawing-room there 
arose ^cry of, No - 1 no ! no I not till the night — 
not till the night I” Again did old . Lady Fang 
ahake'her snuff-box at me ; this time she' called me 
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spiteful maUj* to want to 'kick dear Captain 
Slyboots more than once.*' Again did Arabella 
Bkow symptoms of tears, -and again, like a lionnd as 
I was, did I bow my head, and, to my shame and 
sorrow, submit So Captain Slyboots kissed Mrs. 
Symes,-and I wasn’t allowed to Hek, Hm. , Alaloo ! 
TengeamjelV',';" 

My friends, t|xis martyrdom wBut on for nearly* a 
month. We had a rehearsal almost every day, 
sometimes twice a day. The instant I^’carn'e' back, 
from Broad-streetbnildings — and I very frequently 
missed going altogether, leaving my clerks, Cartooch 
and Squibher, junior, in charge — ^they were sure to 
«cali the farce,” and Mrs. B. went through her 
part, and I didn’t go through mine, and Captain 
Slyboots did nothing but laugh and twirl pirouettes 
upon his militaiy heels. 

'Mr-— down ■' to^''f ’3!bes|i|i^my f 

;^worn;'nOw:''P''^';/i';;j^ 

Bounds is most fash’nah^” answered that 
tradesman; "though squares is preferred by county 
members and agricultural docks, as doesn’t give no 
return back on rents, but take it out in taking the 
chair at the farmers’ ordinary. Turnups is low, 
bein’ mostly worn by City gents and Hirish barris- 
ters.”— I had always passed as a West-eiM swell 
with Toeser. 

«Make me,” I said, sternly and gloomily, pair 



ME OE OAPTAIK SElTBOOfS. 15 

of the besfj WelliEgtons — the strongest leather, 
mind; hut they must he varnished, and cut as 
they ax'e in this coloured print of the Duke de 
Eichelieii, which I will leave with you ; let the 
toes be of the sharpest and hardest you can make. 
Let there he double soles and iron heels (for I 
thought that the affair might end seriously, and 
that it was as well to be prepared with means for 
stamping on my enemy), *^and let mie have them 
home without fail, by this day week. You under- 
stand.” Toeser bowed, and sniffed at an unfinished 
hoot, his usual mode of expressing acquiescence in 
the wishes of a customer, and I left the shop with a 
lightened heart. 

The hoots came home on the 13th ; and I did 
not go to the office that day, but passed the greater 
poi^tion of my time in my dressing-room, gloating 
over the instruments of retribution as they gleamed 
on their trees. “ I will kick him, and no mistake,” 
I thought. 

By ^*eat good fortune it had been settled that, 
in order to relieve the monotony of shorts and silk 
stockings, i was to be a sporting marquis, and to 
wear buckskins and boots — hoites^ ^ Vernyh^e^ I 
think Guffoon called them. His Imperial Majesty 
hTapoIeon the Third w^ears similar boots when he 
goes out hunting. 

I drove down to Broad-streefc-buildings for a 
couple of hours next morning — the morning of J/ie 
day, just to see how things were getting on; 
Everything tA progressing smoothly for the per- 
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formance. Sirmaons’s men had brought the port- 
able theatre and scenery; the costumes were to 
come from Kathaids ; the supper was ordered, the 
supply of extra ' waiters laid on, the invitations 
duly sent out and responded to. I felt in high 
spirits, and giving my groom a holiday, took an 
omnibus back to Brompton, and arrived at Arabella 
Lodge about two in the afternoon. 

I found my wife in her morning gown, and a 
Hood of tears, on the sofa. With one hand she 
held her handkerchief to her face, in the other she 
clutched a letter. 

What is the' matter, my poppet f I said, ca- 
ressingty, thinking that Simmons’s men and the 
extra waiters had been too much for her nerves. 

Gr-g-g-g-gone,” she sobbed. 

Who’s gone I asked, thinking, perhaps, that 
our Admirable Crichton, the footboy, might, as a 
finishing stroke of genius, have absconded with the 
plate-basket. 

G-o-o-o-oku away,^ ’ she repeated, holding out 
the letter. 

I seized the fatal epistle, I recognised the lioiTiblj 
familiar handwriting, and I read this : — 


My deae Mes, Symes {Ms clear Mrs. Symes, 
indeed 1) — I much regx'et to say that I shall not be 
able to fill my |)art in your private theatricals of 
this evening. I have X'eceived orders from the 
Horse Guards to join my t^egiment at Bho wal jogger- 
pore, without a moment’s delay. % leave by the 
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twelw o’clock train for Alexandria, vid I)ore:r and 
Marseilles, mi route for Calcutta, Pray apologise 
for me to 'all.ptir friends; especially to ypitrkmbaiul, ' 
wliom I ani sincerely sorry to rob of his kffUim&ie 
retalmtiofL I will, write at length from Marseilles/’ 
1)0 write' at length from Marseilles I) 
Most truly yours, 

^^Tunpus Bisykakb Lupus Suyboots/’ 


I crashed up the abominable epistle hi mjliaiui ; ' 
I folded my arms^ and assuming- the majestic look 

forgot what; ''he was doi'iig wlieii he did it~I siiid 

toes while dancing with her at the Culedouian ball 
Madam, if she wasn’t such an intolerable old eala- 
maran that no human being could live with her, 

home to your mother. As it la, you will be' kind ■ 
enough to'.put oif the absurd, disgusting, degrading, 
tomfoolery of 'to-higlii Bay you are ill-^-that I am 
ill ' Say, if you like, that I have cut iny throat, 
and shall be back In a week/’ I wm m agitated 
that I did not know what I said* 

. I left my wife hi hysterics ; sent her naaitl. lo 
her, and rushing out, called a Hansom cal., ami 
told the cabm%n do drive me into town. ' I alighted 
at ^ Essex Street, in the. Strand, scaroely knowing 
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where I was going, and found mjself somehow on 
the pier and aboard a steamer. I was landed at 
the Old Shades Pier ; if I had been landed at Co- 
penhagen, it woald have been all the same to me. 
As I was moodily threading my way towards 
Thames Street (as a long (jut towards Broad-street- 
buiJdings), a little ragged urohin came tumbling 
head ovet heels before me, and importuned me to 
buy eigar-lights. I never did so cruel, so mean, so 
cowardly a thing in mj life ; but I could not resist 
the instinct of being revenged on somebody, I 
caught the boy in a favourable position, and I gave 
him one sounding kick that sent him flying among 
the rabble roitt ofhis companions with a howl that 
would have awakened the Seven Sleepers. 


■ Arabella’ and' I ’ are .reconcikil now.i She 
has w]|th manytws and kisses, 
that 'she Sljbdok,<%nd, .always 

thought him ^ ij; ,« ;^teide%. _,old , lAdy Paog 

says ^^that he hai , years to his 

cousin, ’ &l iss 

'!■ am happy egaius^^lJhangh '.occasionally nervous 
that Lady Fang should .find- out that we aro City 
people'; but if Captain .Slyboots, ev^er odiAs; back 
from India, and I meet him, niost 

certainly cut Mm, ^ ' 



VENGEANCE OE THE CRYPTO CONCHOID 
SIPHONOSTOMATA. 


A TALE OF HOHROa! 

WhatI© 

had be^' ^h^‘'iDdagin^ij.."A 

THE,sasiiy,E'H'a"ft»aitt'f’ '^Iddf ■'Otai^asl 

« »^e|” the':jpoet asks; bat l' sboidd,]^' to 
kao’s^' ;^^k"'''t'^OTe*''‘Was ia CJaddy O'rana'pWs- naas© 
bedSas Age, agliness, ill-tempei^ aa;I a handred dis-' 
agrefe^ble things besides. His name; looked, and 
Tead, and sounded quite as repulsively as did his 
perabii. The crabbedest.old’in'aH. , 

^ By tlie way, he was exeeedinglylifce a crab, both 
in his body and His 'ittoveraentas. A body, round 
on© I way, convey, the dt;h®r; long, lasy'artns, and 
legs ndth which hoj rather crawl^ ithan walked')' 
an it)^fiaMbl#,|rop&sity for wriggling about ' on 
the ^m^shdre.;' and an ■ iueonoeivable tenacity ' in ' 
■'^'hat had laid ■ hold of i %o .^r he was 
^;|t'o4f{uyi«nt^ouS'. He 'was generally 'addicted, 
and gingham clothing, of a 
pale, i^^fiea^ ^«bed-oufe buff or pink; hue ; 'But 



w 



20 CABBT O-EAMPUrB . 

there his resemblance to a crab ended ITobocly 
blit the disagreeable old fellow he was^ could have 
had that intolerable old countenance. Besides, he 
took immoderate quantities of snuff, a practice to 
•which I h^v© not yet ijeAr^!|^||^i§rafea' hate devoted 
themselves. Bom :f &ee was 
like a Jf dtamberg attd iiptehed^ 

and-twislei'4:r>^ Others 

declared stoutly that it^resambled nothing so much 
as a cane-bottoined chair,, because the surface of the 
skin Was' all holes and/' knots*’ He was. always 
prowling about the neighbourhood of the sea, Gaddy 
Gramf us ; yet the proverb " of the nearer the 
mighl.wril have applied to -Min, for it 
W%a' , '& ” atrennousl y -believed in/, the : port, of,-, 

,pop| that. Q^dy Gmiftpu^.ph|||i 

sinoe^'^ 

way station, no gri^nd Ou^hi-liau^e, 

no Huskissoffs stattie _.A 

*grimy> hard-working towp, thyiying;pjcH'‘e and more 
every year, and somewhat • ^t^pectpd^ ©f not^%vipg 
quite given up for slave^^tracle*^ 0addj 

OrampiiB had been, a super«vr|o id: the 
trader 4hen -a sMpbroker! jn;the Goree ;f*iaffl?as ; 
then a provision-merchant In Street,; tjii&n, pn 
African Agent*' on a large scale. I am oerlain ' 
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the old sinner iad dealings in ebony fiesli and 
bloody in a;ddition to goH-dust;, palm-oil, parrots, 
Se said lie Imd^’V-^that he 
sold 4 negro in Ws lifes. Mui who 
bim ? He was tbe' wictSD’^si old 


i-Ie had retired from business long since, and 
was reported to be immensely wealthy. He shook 
his crabby old head and denied, snarlingly, that he 
was worth a peiuiy ; but I wouldn’t take his word. 
He dwelt 'id a dln^- old house in Bi' Hichdks 
Lane— a hodrde3-n^4iu<f0Ved honse, with a flight 
of he wenfl 4t' on 


He;.feewer, if be ‘could 
'pissed ‘the ‘time of day to anybody. He 
heyer '^re away a' pluny to a' beggar or a bone to 
a dog j he kicked and oulfcd ihem, did Caddy 
•Giim|)u^*- He was surliest, nastiest, .ttglikt, 
grnmpi^ ol^' curmudgeon that eirer existed— a 
krt^ Cif xdli-ture beiw^]| “the Oid Man of the Moimr 
tain and J ohn^ ihb. mfaer. ■ ' ' ‘ ^ ^ 

■ -Teb- he hkd^his Weaknesses, Caddy, thnu^h '‘Ib^ 
i|&-4|.,hard’b 4 and avaricious enough to 
:ilb w^a an insMi^We collectoi of Oni^tacea. 
'|ie;|at in bouse 

gmf^‘ 4 - ‘b# craM and. lobst«|, of 

m the tickels ^fohd^id 





^wi^fii^ifaeS,- had fro& 

W© ffiosfc etaimeai cntstaoeow“fcoaii'o5sseHi^. '. 'Iii' 
fofea spgj^ttiesBS, even 'of the type, he'poa- 

a 8 Sgy.,,,soTii'e;' 0 i;gaittio, remiHns'iD' 4 Efim' state of-ipte- 
servatiop ; . in short, aitoh a collection of shelly 
creatnres, with their 'inmtmeaiaWe' ,a|||eaBJB, their 
horns '«ad pincers, their carapaces aM oviduotsj 






a . 

ioukr res|ara.tQries, tlxeii* branchiae 
th^is? bodies and 

f had' bwW bean aeenf. befoi-e, 

' beei\ saen^ sinO0j.,in tlio. cbnnls^.rf 
OP in the Kingdom of Great Britain and 
Saddj Grampus was visited hj the mo^fe 
distinguished members of the^ Scientific worlds 
native and foreign. He corresponded with Pro- 
fessor Kczarskoewjckskj, of the TJniversity of 
Cracow, and as the Professor wrote in Polish, and 
Caddj m (in^ffere:^^'|3nglish^ and- m nLcither 
de#ood.; .the,, pt!ier|i^|^l^np%ey .'’^ch ":benefit' , -to 
scifj^lie’ rSn^t,havc io’teir^ange' 

d^erate'attem]^,.fc 

r‘';ted-'^i^|r,i,a^fty^ihe of the Astacns 

Atrox/ Bnfc why didift Caddy ctj thieves, or' 
ir^d|ct the ; knavish- dobidr at the .sessions? thaf'is 
whiif I should :iike to know, / .thi# Caddy fecur&d 
that sbme uglyatories relative to the- 
mo4§iS(fe, he ae|iiirod his 'prize, specimen of' -' 
% ,6egaJ^ciihhs>ydms>migW have, oome to - 

betwe4n ses^ons abii/jaw 

,1?te|4^gre#al>le,,oI^''fe^^ was miserly to the" 

|p:eT<^tMng..,^6is4,.al^ #enymg . 
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to 'foreign pwts, aaBtera of 'fishing. 

tnred so far as the North Sea^ had'"Si)todihg/cc«a- 
missions to firing home any remarkable specimens of 
sfiell-fislij with which they might meet during their 
e^is^, for Caddy Grampm's acomint, and at a fair 
'^j^ce. ^ He '<^es^o?9 

strange fish they had seen. Cases and fiarrela, crag , 

ally being coMsign'ed to - him. But 'one thing waf 
wanting, to his liappipass.,^ ,He.hsd.„nW«r as yet 
haen able to procure a specimen of th'e’CaxPTi^ 
OONCII0ID SiPHOifOSTOMATA, a inoBstrofis.crti^Wan, 
so trpellers said, of' the Lord Mayor’s' Man of 
Bra^, which was hnpposed to hapnt Bo^ft 

4-mericaa coasts, and was most frejincs^y to fie feet i 

B /Cortain ^ays and ' 

'as ^'*'^^1, 

taiip, a fow-leaxdii shatigw#,'‘or!|.# 0 C ’9 ^gg, ' 

' Affiome ;ip the dingy, hoti^,% coUeptor li|'f a 
•W|fe, whose principal occupations wore to dust the 
glass cases in the nmsetimj.and fco-'cryBer,pyes out.. 
Jim first I.iaeaiijiterally,indth® act was decided^ * 
against, her will , ^Slie hated lofisters, save in sakd, 
and could not ‘‘abide.” crabs n^er any dr-, 
cnmstanoea. The second statement is to fie tai^cn 
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' - ^ ,>i '1,1 r f ^ ' 

mb wa0 a roJuatery one* 
sICorell, wlio was 
gi^Onicli liwe ’mimed saoh m ‘aa* 
of Immaa'ily as-Oaddy 6mm|>a^, 
iil^O'-beea for hi ^ ; Nobody coti^ over 
^ i/fcm. Il could Bcarceij bave^ 
bis money, for lie grudged ber even tbe necessary 
funds to keep house with, and made no secret of hi:-4 
ijitention to leave Ms eollection, and ^^all the rest 
of it ’’—that meant his wealth, of course, to govern- 
mciii You,,, see thili.-’^ete' is nothing new,uEnder 
the .suu,' not’'evei|U ^Slr-.Johu Spaue'^'or* a'.'ftit 

' JbM * was' ^ a : distant " oonnectioB'^lf 

Qtoy fethipus^a sort.of'tefith couBlhHitxd-'wW 
believed to be the only relative the old, man had on 
, earth* ' He>. for Ms party testified his mum ot bip 
consanguinity by cheating Tom ouf of his inhCri- 
for .he -had beieii left guardian to hiu^?|M- 
' tnili^'of a-, very nice littl# propMy bequeathed by 
.th^i|lAd*s'fi^tben But Ci 4 ddy -arampus made, out 
that the eH&’Scargill owed hiih^ money, and th^t 
„tjbere were deeds' and mortgages, and so forth, ■ and 
;i^:^er lenneli vr^' called M, and^hen they tool^;^. 

I4aca»ter before' thd:Gton|^lbr of the Duchy 

tveb toe gentlemendn 

ToniJo Jail for 
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contempt, though, goodness hnows,-, he. was as 
respectful a young fellow as you would wish to 
meet, and always touched his cap to the clergymam’ 
The end of it was, tMt 'Cadc^, .Grampus 'got all tod 
Thomas Scargill n»tbiDgf' ' The young man, almost 


DottVyoa.believOi'iieopI^viAlidito tod of two years/ 
hot matingjiis appeartoce,,' it' hegai||p W noised 
"Shout tl^ Tom' Scargill waS'de^d-^h ioport which 
Cuddy Grampus' surlily* eneouraged, stating .hvea- 
that he had read the account of his death,, fey 
drowning,, at Jamaica, in the 
it- th^,;Story of J^taet and A.uTd‘ wiin 
'^iBi.^i»nt tie *omto0SiS"‘4f^.ec!|^fcw|^ can’t 




in^o ‘liljSh^ Lah^ f "'Shfjii^.nght 'of her blighted 
lier <ii^,,atid'^tt^dipTO:' HerheWt 
rsprpash^d young Torn ,a^’.^Qm 0 nfc '{^f, 
i'^tjiug to, her ; but a tho.t^teii4.^soaa,sh^ afcdcnow/;* 
Ifflged might have prevente^himrrT^aBd in a momept 
sho.iforgaye kirn. . Ilad .not'' 'Ido' hce;^' false to hef 


’tfawsiaMBjs*! 



, aid'v'^6 '|iA1jy,‘ '# Liicj=,M;;|mI;^ ttotigli' 
feiiimine curiosity, of eourse/cquMrnot refradri from 
upq'ui'ii^ tile wimlow. just toe little raorsel^tlie gla’SS; 
dtistij and dim-^tod gassing out oa,,(tl»|i> 
liw^elf. ; ‘ Slie did ' not faln’t^ 'the 
sdrei'^^sKe had nei*^er Ibuei^'a girT’gif^n to sOreaifi-^ 
fainting j | b'dt' sWtliww back sudderilyj^ bei?''' 
iiafids 'cliw|!ied,‘1i^r cio'^feb fe1aticliedi'''inn lips qtiiWy'* 
ii& I'ol''' ti^inWing. ^fie'^strang^ri* 
faffi K& 'fifm bSnly^ Ms 

b&;.Xfi;lr^^^:fi0-lfo%&'i!lfo' #ye^ ti(4'''fteW. 



smiling lips^ just showing the white teeth. Hot 
dead ! not dead ! thank heaven I It was young 
Tom BoargilL . 

But she, alas ! — 

* History m silentas to how long Lucy kept thewin- 
^1o w open whether 

gili^emained starinf 4pgy 
the' mf all aigh\. I only ^ 

not, so’ imprudeni as, te^ run downstsiil’S, open "^^Ihe 
'^6or, htirry down the steep stepf J cross'ihe lane witit 
three hounds, and ding herself sobbing into her old 
,i<|ve*s, arms; 'entreating her dear, dear, dearbif t T^ 
to forgive his unhappy, Luoy. Such things would 
noTerdo^in a well-ordered coinrp,i|pity, - Jro^inw 
l#ide^^ai^,dj Grampus woul4 haw 

he kn0;^A|>aht,ii^iy r^W/old 

;,i. 

and one day fibnf ewppg I^uoj ■^^^^ittihg 
^ mournfi^Iy at her window, anithe sunburnt sailbr 
was gsSxngwith such intensity thereat, she changed 
hbr‘ name of Grampus ’ for thp. far more euphonious 

K pellation ;of Soargili 'The thing was done with 
e full approbation of hOr relatives and friends, 
with the connivance' (for a consideration) 'of. the 



Di^feriot bf Marriage^ and mth. tBa sano- 

tioa of tlie eoclesmstical aufeliorities^ as represented 
by the parson 'and his clerk, within the communion 
raiB.pf 0|d'fti"l^icholas Churchy Liverpool*,' 
bJect' Bcjargill,_ bachelor, was inaltiedVtO' 
Lucy Grampus, Widow, and everybody, like the 
gallant admiral in the ballad of ** Billy Taylor,^^ 
when they came for to hear oif t,” very much 
applaxided v/hat she*d done.” 

But how came it all about 1 Plow did Lucy 
become hap^‘*_|a'w1!|pwj'' How did- she. rid of 
that unop'm|or||bfe .Cfed% f You shall ’hear. Tht 

Gr^p^s 

, < At 






a tionaderaHe amount of barnacles 
and Mabogaajr Jact,*? \#ili.’:.|j|/4l^^ 

'^baiStf- yoabg 

”*•'" •*« ‘I'aa* no»), wm 

S J to te., „d „„„ «,pp.ti;“ 

bat 4h^n and there the same “Mahogany Jack” 
chd Jdiver to the amaited Lucy the fdiowimr al ' 
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lobster wliicli was ciirreiitilj reported among tbe 
crew to Have size and strength enoagli to swallow a 
Lifegnardsmaii whole^ jack-boots^ sabre^ pigtail and 


How Oaddj Grampus pressed bim, both by oilers 
of pecuniary reward and passionate entreaties, ex- 
tending even to tears, to . undertake tbe capture of 
one of tliese monstrous lobsters, saying that it was 
a cxyptosometbing or other, with a very long tail, 
which he, Mahogany Jack,” could not remember, 
and for which he said he would give all he was 
worth, even to hi^ eollectipn. How Jaejk unwil- 
lingly declined all these^ offers, tnowihg, .froiap^ the 

ithe u^er 

bility liijt ir|^#in-g'to pledge 44*^^ 

self So pfeteoce^-;'; ' tto#' 

^ by ,hi^; 

coofibdobs SopWnSsi^ieht of Hs butnper -of cold, 
rum-and-water, Caddy Grampus declai’ed that if the 
^^hog-in-armour” — but he called it by its long 
name — could not be brought to him, he would go 
himself to the hogdn-armour,” and braving an 
eight or nine months’ voyage out and in, would 
take passage in the Zohscouse. How he at first 
expressed a desire to return home, settle las affairs, 
inAe_his,wffl,;andy m. he -‘expressed it,' ^^just give 
that, wife of his a good ^ nip,’ but-being told that 
the Zpheome was even then preparing to work 
out ;’pf dock, h^ himself to be conveyed 

a%;^lxtr^rd%«y slate of enthusiasm, 



OiJDDT OTAMftrs S COmEOTlON 


xnim, .and a'wlierry, made terms at once with the 
captaio, and started that veiy night 
Well 1 ' 

Weih acoox'diiig to Mahogany Jack’s” solemn 
assever'ation, , lie was conveyed to his d&sfcinationj 
and at his special request was rowed in one of the 
ship’s boats,. -to abutting gro|n of , rock ijx, the bay 
of-Alapaxameda , ■ /-, 

Welil,, ' 

It is too horrible, too dreadfuV but confound 
him 1 he , was the wickedest old man, and the truth 
shall out. ; 

Caddy Grampus fell a victim to the strength and 
ferocity of the Cryj) to conchoid Siphonostomata^ which 
resorted in shoals to the bay of Alapaxameda, The 
horrified mariners watched him from the boat, pot- 
tering 'with his creels 'and speaks on th^rocfc* '.They' 
saw him make a false step, di^ppear with a shriek 
in the white surge, then reappear, battling with 
legions , of those gigantic cimstacea. They saw tlie 
last struggle, the ensanguined waYOr-^as ** Mahogany 
Jack’* said,, wdth -terrible brevity— 

OOOS-m-HABHOUK HATE *IM: HtJP,” 

Caddy Grampus died intestate, and the cle])ositions 
of the crew of the Zohsooiise being admitted as 
proof of his deatli, his widow administered to his 
estate. She sold the collection for a round sum, 
tliough much below. its seicutiiic value, to Mynheer 
Cornelius Tan Swammerdam, agent to the museum 
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o£ Spitzbergen. Tlic widow and Thomas lived 
long afterwards, and very happily, on the proceeds : 
altliongh there were not wanting censorions and 
envious people, who declared that the story of 
Caddy Crrainpus’s voyage to Brazil, and his conflict 
with the Cryptoconclioid Siphonostomata was all 
fudge ; that he was in reality spirited away by a 
press-gang, that he afterwards deserted his ship at 
Barhadoes, took to evil marine courses, as he had 
formerly done to bad land ones, and was hanged 
for piracy, at Execution Dock, in 1803, Beit as it 
may, he was the worst old man, and any fate served 
him perfectly right, * 



liifliig 
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■ ' TEOT STOB¥ Of l»A1>T flOElAB* 



I TELL tlie following stoiy almost exactly it 
■was told to me.” I have amplified little and exag- 
gerated nothing. The mmes, for ohvions. reasons^ 
have been changed. The are facis---on 

•which the tale is founded strike me as very much 
resembling wdiat the late S. T. Coleridge was wont 
to call pyschdlogicaT curiosities.** The whole is 
but an illustration of the astonishing contradictions 
daily and hourly to be met with in that more 
astonishing combination of good and evil— -of no- 
;il|iity':ahd;meaiiness-^ 

With fiightful force will be found here exemplihecl 
the truth of the Divine aphorism— “ The heart of 
man is deceitful above all things^ and despemlely 
wichedr 


A ooon woMAsr. 

« Charity covereth a mxiltitude of sins.** In the 
case of Lady Durbar^ Imwcverj charitj*s task must 
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have heea alaaost a sineonre, so few sins had her 
ladyship, to all appearances, to cover, Tery rare 
are the ladies or gentlemen of whom (sK speak well, 
at whom none point the finger of censure, or about 
whose ears the breath of scandal buzzes not ; but 
you might have walked through every sti’eet, 
square, crescent, and terrace of the censorious and 

scandal-loving town of B , and 'over ten miles 

of its environs withal, any three hundred and sixty 
odd days out of the year, and still heard nothing 
but praise, loud, enthusiastic, and heartfelt, of the 
Lady Durhar. The poor literally adored her. With 
the ample means with which she had been blessed 
jipptispd' : maWy -an 

daining to confine herself to the conventionalisms of 
fiie-lady charity in the countiy— to a parsimoniou.s 
dole of blankets and unlimited supply of cheap 
tracts- the heneficent lady was unceasing in her 
solicitude for the comforts of the less fortunate of 
her fellow-creatures. There is a vast amount of 

watering-place gentility ; and many a den of squalor 
and filth, of want and hunger, of profligacy and in- 
temp|fance, did the lady visit in the course of her 
Samaritan wanderings, and light up with the glow 
. of her tenderness and mercy. Hovels and shebeens, 
where tlie Protestant curate would have shuddered 
to set foot, where even Hi® catholic priest might 
]^ave Iiesitai<ed to tread, appalled not the Lady Bur- 
kit ,* no, tale of misery ever ^eounfed an iaattea- 



8C5 ■ ■ A m A corirM* ' 

tire Of ail iiiimoYed auditor in her; mo appeal was 
ever teade in vain to. lier ptime-stringS/or , ter 
dnduence. 

She was, of course, often imposed upoii. Divers 
tonible cutaneous afflictions were got up artisti- 
cally with orpiment and rose-pink for lieir especial 
deception ; the consumptive (such is the typociisy 
of mankind I) would cough twice as loudly and twice 
as hoaiBely when her well-known foxm was shadowed 
on the threshold ; little children would look hun- 
grier, squalid grandams would gather their rags 
around them with an aspect of bleaker chillness'" ; 
artisans out of work would look more depressed, 
and always hard-worked women appear more jaded 
and careworn, when Lady Durbar entered theif 
dwellings. 

Innumerable were the remorseless landlords, 
whose cruel hands she had arrested in the very act 
of depriving her proUgh of their furniture. She 
had paid out innutnerable brokers. , Countless were 
the pawned articles of furniture or raiment she had 
redeemed, even though the articles in question — as 
not unfrequentlj'happened— were her own gift^* 
Multifarious were the orphan boys she had appren- 
ticed, the orphan brides she had portioned, dona- 
tions of blankets, Bibles, coals, bacon, mattresses, 
Welsh fannel, elderberry wine, and sarsaparilla, 
flowed from her in an inexhaustible stream. The 
Lady Durbar was a thoroughly cliaritable woman* 

Few charitable institutions 'were there in the 
three kingdoms, oi; indeed out of them, to ^ which 
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she was not a liberal snbscriber and benefector. 
Widows, orphans, soldiers, sailor^, miners, the blind, 
the lame, the halt, the pai^alytie, and the phthisical, 
all came within the sphere of her henehcenco. Nor 
were foreigners and aliens — Turks, J ews, or Heretics 
—excluded from her bounty. Her name headed the 
subscription lists of scores of missionary societies, 
and many a Cruel Islander owed his ribbed flannel 
waistcoat, many a Katehakarvodlnm Indian hi 
warming-pan, hundred-bladed penknife, and edify- 
ing hymn-book, to the charity of Lady Durbar, 

Nor did she give alms as the Pharisee. She em- 
phatically did good by stealth, and blushed to find 
it fame/* Yet did she know the value of the ^^bell- 
W6theri^in every charitable troupeau, and therefore 
did she not object oeoasionally to the publication of 
her name in a subscription list, the liberality and 
frequency of her contributions acting as incentives 
to her less actively charitable acquaintanpe. But 
to a far greater extent did she" prefer the pleasure 
of being an anonymous caster into the chest. Two 
humble initials, a simple anagram, a , simpler motto, 
often sufficed to veil the donor of a really princely 
gift to some hospital, school, or' charity.' News- 
painifct 'tihristmas time abounded with short but 
pithTparagraphs setting forth the receipt at such- 
and-such a police-oourt, of five and ten guinea sub- 
scriptions’ 'towards the' funds of the poor-box, sent 
by'‘*B.” and sometimes' <^Lady ^ '’Sfe sub- 
scribed^ for the' burnt-Ont tr^adesman,' 'the'" reduced 
clergyman, the slipwrecked master niarineriH brphaii 
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daiiglitera* Tlie lists for tlie benefit of the widow 
of a late officer of rank in service^* 'abounded 
\Yith contributions from Anonymous/’ A Sym- 
pathiser/^ or Fiiend/’ It was Lady Durbar 
who was anonymous, the. sympathiser, and the 
friendly ' ’ \ > 

It may readily be imagined that she was beloyed 
to enthusiasm % all those who knew her* , The 
very mention of her honoured name was sufSeient 
to raise a storm of applause at a May meeting at 
Exeter Hall, or at a benevolent soiree at the Hanover 
Square Booms, A nxious friends thronged her door 
and inundated her hall-porter with cards of condo- 
lence were she visited with ever so slight an ail- 
ment; and it was even rumoured that so struck 
with her many_ virtues was Mr. Fix, the worthy 

vicar of B , that he proclaimed his intention, 

some Sunday or other, of preaching in full congre- 
gation a^sermon on the merits of^Jjady Durbar. He 
never did so, however, being ' dou-Mte^ ioo much 
occupied in _ his feud and wntroversy with Mr. 
Patten, the Incumbent of the opposition proprietary, 
chapel, as to the exact prospects in a future state 
of still-born children* , 

I have -been so eager’ to tell you how miBpobd 
Lady Durbar eifeeted, that I have omitted to men- 
tion the source of the wealth of which she made so 
admirable a use. Hor, indeed, have I been at ail 
eomnmnicative respecting her personal appeamnce, 
manners, conversation, &c. I must’ hasten to atone 
for these shortcomings. * 


MB. 
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‘ ^ , ..Tiie Durbar, ^ was tbe only -daugbier of ,a 

rwb .Jodia-baaker and agenfe, -wfeo bad amassed 
an immense fortune in those halojon days when the 
pagoda-tree was still to be shaken, and nabobs and 
their jagheris were not yet my tlis. Being a rich 
man — very rich man — ^he could not, of course, do 
anything in a mean or insignificant way. Thus, 
wfei he failed in the great crash of lS2o, it was for 
no paltry one or two score thousand pounds, but for 
a good million and a half sterling* There was a 
tremendous sensation lit the City and on ’Change 
when it became known that the great agency firm 
of Mango, Ghutnea, Cholopp, Chowringee-Ohoba- 

doors and barred shutters of the bankrupt house. 
Our heroine’s papa, Sir John Mango, at once pro-, 
ceeded to India to make efforts to ** wind up” the 
afiairs of the Calcutta ^house. Arrived there, no 
doubt can exist that he betook himself with much 
assiduityiii» the task of winding up* In fact, he 
wound himself away altogether ; and, beyond the 
report that he had maiTied a Begum, and had a very 
large zenana in the dominions of some native prince, 

' . never seen or heard of more* 

Fanny Mango, then eighteen years of age, beau- 
tiful and accomplished, saw before her three very 
disagreeable alternatives — to go out as a governess, 

, \ take; ujp her resi&nce 'with two deaf and remark- 

. ablyo^taakerouB amnts at Brixton, 'ox to marry* 
Not that inara%e,i%, to ^ majority of young 





40' -A OTBSi'-0B A CfOiriF; 

ladies, siicli a very disagreeable alfceruative ; hxit the 
ODly suitor whom the daughter of the fugitive 
banker could at that time command was one Sir 
Hugh Durbar, a general in the Company’s service — . 
rich, bilious, ill- tendered, and fifty-seven years of 
age. There was certainly par dmtis h inarcMi a 
cousin of Fanny’s, Fred, Elton by name, who was 
young, sound-livered, good-tempered, and cleyir ; 
but he was poor as it was possi|)le for a solicitor’s 
clerk to be with eighty, pounds a year, and a bed- 
lidtien mother to keep. Marriage with him was 
course quite out of the question. Sir Hugh was ii4 
the direction, and a shareholder, besides, in no end 
of banks and indigo-houses. He had a house in 
Park Lane, and a villa at .Twickenham ; and, to 
make a long story short, some twelvemonths, after 
the flight of her father, B’anny Mango became Lady 
Durbar. 

Speedily she had bitter cause tp regret the ill- 
assorted union. Her husband led herj, for the twelve 
years, that' Ms' ili-fa'roured career w^ij^rolonged, 
what is commonly termed the life of a dog. Con- 
stant ili-humour, chronic and querulous ill-health, 
brutal language, and not by any means rarely brutal 
violence, wei’e the most salient characteristics 
Hugh Durbar. The lady bore it all like an angel. 
Her meekness and her patience under suffering were 
the theme of universal surprise and admiration. 
She swathed his gouty feet, she administered hm 
colchicum, she bore his blows and curses with inex-^ 
haustible resignatioqu and sweetness of temper. 
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Siddml/ Sir Htjgil took' it into hir' heml tBat .lie 
wdtiid',tn?ei on tie Continent, apd trarely 'too^' 
alone*' His "‘wife, liowever, always' tenderlj* -soH-^ 
eitons,. insisted on accompanying him as far as 
;B ill which charming bathing-place, and on 
the Easl CliiiJ he had a mansion. There she re- 
mained awaiting his return — a return, however, 
that never came; for Sir Hugh Durbar died at 
Civita l^ecchia, of gout in the stomach, Just six 

months after his departure from B leaving his 

ill-used wife, it must be admitted considerably to 
his credit, the whole of Ms large fortune, without 
atipulation or reserve* ' . 

'-The newt of her 'hnsband%/dea# profoundly af- - 
. feeted ,Dady 'Durbar.- ^ She was. 'for a -lengthened" 
period perfectly .rnconsolable, an’d openly avowed 
her determination to wear mourning for the deceased 
as long as she lived. Thenceforth she gave up the 
pomps and vanities of the world. She saw no gay 
company, she ^vent to no balls or parties, but 
devoted herself %vhoIIy and entirely to the practice 
of charity and good works* 

Let me give you a sketch of her abode and of 
herself. ■ She lived in a redkbrick mansion, sober 
and spbstantial, but decidedly sombre. The draw-' 
ing-room was largo and bid-fashioned, and covered 
with a Turkey carpet ; heavy curtains shrondetbthe • 
windows ; the furniture was decorated with a kind • 
of -subdued splendour* In the centre of the 
apartment ',w«^ a imihogany table, heaped with' 
religious boobs and tracts/ witljt half-made-up flan- • 
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mh^ imekets of tea and sugar, work-koxes, writing 
materials, files and letter-olips, visiting cards, priuted 
circulars, worsted work, &0* Imagine sitting at 
this table a lady of commanding stature, and » who 
must once have possessed beauty as commanding. 
There is an indescribable tinge of meekness and 
melancholy, of resignation and long-sufiering, lin- 
. gering in -her large, wistful grey eyes, and In the 
lines of her mouth. She is attired in black velvet, 
and wears a widow's cap, though her husband,, 3ir 
Hugh, has' been dead these twenty years. 
is rich and glossy, and hot yet grey. This la the 
Lady Durbar. 

Bhe rises at six, winter and summer, and at eight 
reads prayers in the dining-room to the servants. 
From breakfast to lunch-time slie writes or reads 
good books, or, like Dorcas, makes clothes for the 
poor. From lunch-time till three in the afternoon 
she gives .audience to ambassadors' on charitable 
^missions. From three *to five she rides in her grave_ 
and soberly-decorated carriage from one abode of 
misery to another, carrying relief and solace with _ 
her wherever she goes. Then home, to a plain, 
substantial dinner ; tUfen, perchance, a quiet, deco- 
rous cup of tea or game at chess with the clergy- 
man, or the solicitor, or her physician. Then e^’^ening 
prayers again, and after half-past ten not a light 
will you see in any window of Lady Durbar’s man- 
sion. So passed the current of her life. So p«sed, 
in the odour of piety and charity, the twenty years 
following the demise of her husband. 
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Eat, m ! what sajs &e -Trappist f Bro- 
ther, %e mimt die F^' The Lady Darbar fell aioh, ’ 


DEATH'S HAHE* 

There is about a house when Death is on the 
threshold or in the chamber an indefinable some- 
thing, a feeling, a prescience, an oppx-ession to be 
felt nowhere else, and never to be forgotten when 
once felt. The 'atmosphere seems' denser and closer 
—almost stifling at' times — an indistinct 
hamming, a drowsy purring, a bTOing around yom' 

J)ea£h is in' the. house I' We ' speak softly aiid 
tead lightlyon thO" stairs, holding our bi'eath as 
We pass the chamber in which it lies in state. Talk 
of the death watch I . What can eqiiai in solemn 
and mysterious horror the sound of the undertaker’s 
loiock ? Dgli I a sultry summer’s evening, when 
the messengers of the grave come gliding up the 
stairs with list shoes, their grim: burden— to ' be 
made more awful presently — between them. Did 
yM ever hear an undertaker’s knock about nine in 
the evening, reader? If you ever have you will 
never forget that monotonous verberation. 

Death was on the threshold of the Lady Durbar’s 
' mtosion,- . The road before the house was. strewn 
■ i<rfth tan.. 'The knocker was'inxiffled, the bell-puli 
hntwisted. Tradetoen and servants -glided stealthily 
up and down the area-steps; visitors held mutious 
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ooBference witli tlio imil-porfer through the half- 

' closed 'doorway. ' ", ' : 

' It wm Christmas Day— a hitter Christmas, too; 
The snow had fallen heavily daring the day, and 
powdering the dark tan before the door, made it 
ook like a twellthcake of'' evil ometi. 
elosed-in, rain bBgan to fail mingled %iih’*;theshd'#| , 
ani^ a sharp. Oast wind blc#* " * 

, It was six o^cloek in.the'e’^’eniD^. Two cteiageB 
were standing before the door— Doctor Phillby|,i^, 
physician’s, the EeT. Mr. Pix, the rectorVlffpf '■ 
me, With the storyteller’s privilege, enter 
sion and- walk i^staiia. ‘ 

In the- drawl “room live persons were assembledi , 
Standing before the fire, his coat-taii spx^ead to the 
genial blaze, was Mr. Squill, her ladyship’s owil 
apothecary (Dr. Philiby had been specially called 
in, and was now xip-stairs with the sick lady). ITear 
the apothecary, in ah^ arm-chair, his'hands demnrely 
crossed, was 1^. Vx±. At the table, htdbdily sipping 
some wine, which had followed d hasty repast, were 
two yonng men— one, from hisTaven’snittndwhit^ 
neckcloth,* apparently a clergyman ; the other bluff, 
hale, thickset, as a country squme should be. '*" A 
third young man,,,,,,,in,,, .the.... undress.. .imifoim^...ul-4'''.:>'..^^v 
cavalry regiment— indeed, he had but just ridden 
Over from the banuoks in the Lewes *Eoacl — Was 
pacing hurriedly up and down the room, his jingling 
spurs and ' accoutrements Jarring strangely on the 
general stillness. These three young mm were the ' 
nephews of Lady Durban 
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and solemn qitiettide of these fi^e 
persons had in it something lugubrious and signifi- 
cant.. Sti’ong men as they “were, they seemed not 
to dare to speak^ or endeavour to pass the time in 
the ordinary unmeaning conventionalities of con- 
versation. To every man’s mind tliei'e was present 
the image of a certain front bedchamber on the 
second fioor; in every man’s mind there reigned 
supreme the thought that in that bedchamber the 
sands of life were fast ebbing away; that a form 
now writhing in and sentient of pain would soon 
be stiff; that eyes now lambent with the last 
fiiekering of the torch of life would soon be 
quenched; that for the being fafntly murmuring 
and gasping above stairs the washers, and uphol- 
sterers of mortality would soon he needed ; that, in 
a word, Death was in the house. 

Suddenly the door opened, and Dr. Phillby 
appeared. ’ 

A bad case, I am afraid, gentlemen/* he said. 
A bad case. There is, I am afraid, no hope for 
our patient.” 

*l.Ko hope!” exclaimed the. young olHcer, the 
youngest of the three brothers, 

hope!” echoed the country squire-looking 
-nephew. ■ ,, , 

_ ‘'‘Hohopaf* mused the youpg ’clltgymam He 
-added, $oUo mee, And she has made no wiii f 
This was the key to the perturbed anxiety of the 
three nephews. Lady Durbar had fallen suddenly 
and not th«Hghtest clue existed with, regard to 
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Eer testamentoy iixfceatioES. ’ Tte aepliews 

liad all been treated by ber with equal kindness 
and affection. A good living bad been secured for 
tbe clergyman^ a capital freehold farm for tbe 
countryman; tbe young officer's commission bad 
been purchased, and Ms not inconsideraMe disWs 
bad been paid for him at least three several times* 
But no distinctive favourite bad been made, 
tbe three nexAews were consequently in tbe dark 
as to which of them would inherit tbe large pro* 
petty of - which they knew (notwithstanding her 
boundless generosity) their aunt would die possessed. 
Mr. Fix, moreoveiv may have had some little mis- 
givings as to -whether the Cruel Islanders, or the 
Katchakarvodium Indians had been remembered by 
their former benefactress. The physician and 
apothecary thought it improbable that mementos 
in the shape of mourUing-rings or silver teapots 
might be left them. Altogether, parson, 

doctor, apothecary— though, of course^ all devotedly 
attached to Lady Durbar, and desoU$ at the thought 
of her>pproacliing dissolution — would have been 
all the easier in their minds had they known for 
certain whether Mr, T^pes^ her ladyship’s legal 
adviser, was the custodian of a certain document 
paying probate duty, and called a last will and 
testament. 

‘‘Her, Ladyship,’* suggested Mr. Fix, softly, foL' 
lowing up the conversation I have by a digression 
so unceremoniously interrupted, ^^may have executed 
a will, and , 
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oteerva^ 5fr* Squills. • .* 

■ eTeji/* .niiHIj sBgg^te4 thp 

fmng olergjmam* , - , _ 

Pn Phiiiby shook his head* 

■"^^Bhe might at least hold a pen, or haye it held 
for her/* the officer remarked, Muntl/, 

easily, mj young friend/* answered the 
physician, blandly, as she could hold that sabre of 
yotirs in the steel scabbard, which, permit me to 
add, makes somewhat more noise, conjointly with 
your spurs, than is exactly suited to the vicinity of 

I tell you what it is/* broke in the countryman 
nephew, draining offi a mighty bumper of port wine, 

sensible a woman not to have made a will* But 
why don’t you, instead of bothering your heads as 
to whether she has not, settle among youi‘selves 
who is to pluck up courage to step up*stairs and 
ask her ? I will, if nobody else volunteers*” 

The physician shook his head again* Speech.^ 
less, my dear sir.” 

But she can nod yes or no.” 

Perfectly insensible to external infiuences.” 

Hush ! hush I pray hush, my young friends !” 
broke in Mr. Pix, “ Surely this discussion over the 
not yet inanimate form of your poor revered rela- 
tion,^ is, to say tbe least, indecent.” 

Humph i” muttered the countiymam - 
■ ^^Ahf’ sighed the parson* . - * 
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Tte .dragoon said notMog. ■He liad taken off his 
sahre and laid it across a cliair when reproved bj 
Dr, Phillby. He now sat down beside it and 
played with the sword-knot. 

Suddenly there came a sound of hurried footsteps 
overhead. The physician and apothecary, mutely 
enjoining silence, quitted the apartment Then, 
after the interval of a fe^ minutes, more footsteps 
were heard descending the:sta!rs,;1?he;vdpor,0|^ed, 
and- the lady Durbar’s maid hastily en*t©re^th 0 
';;drawing-roomu' 

She was a rubicund, merry-looking little body, 
this ladyVmaid, at most times ; far too merry- 
looking for the severe and staid Durbar household, 
but her face was now ashy white. 

^^Oh, if you please, sir T she exclaimed, address- 
ing herself to Mr. Pix ; my lady is much worse. 
You must come upstairs, if you want to see the last 

SMent and appalled the four men obeyed the 
summons, and followed the lady’s-maid upstairs. 

' ** See, how a Ohristian can, die/’ said Addison to 
the young Earl of Warwick. Eeader, listen to, the 
story of the end of Lady Durbar. 

Nine o’clock had struck. The sleet and hail 
scourged the window-frames of the bedchamber j 
the night wind blew in wild and fitful gusts*. The 
room was large and handsomely fiu'nished, thickly 
carpeted, and was pervaded by the odour of some 
strong and subtle Indian ]ierfume which Lady 
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-'Durbur WBa istracgelj atfcaclied ".tpj: atid "wldobj hx 
despite of tlie remonstrance oflier medical atten- 
dants, slie persisted in using* It seemed an odd 
wliim, an eccentricity on her part ; for no one coukl 
tell where she placed the perfume, or why she never 
used it in any other apartment of the house. 

There was a large four-post*bedstead in the centre 
of the room, with heavy, funeral-llfce hangings. In 
this hed lay the moribund. 

She was quite speechless, and to all appearance 

The three nephews |tood at the foot oP the bed, 
the clergyman with them. ^ On one side of the 
dying woman were the doctor, on the other the 

temble suspense, were supreme. 

Bverylvhere, save in the bibb, which, bright and 
sparkling as seacoal and a billet ,of wood could 
make it, crackled and leaped joyously, sending its 
bright tongues of fiame and hery smoke far up the 
ample chimney. A cheerful fire I A jovial ffre I 
A roaring fire 1 

Just then the clock struck ten, and a wilder 
gust of wind shook the window-frames. Even above 
that the moan of tlie troubled sea was audible. 
Jusi tken^ curioiwly, one of those red-hoi cinders we 
call^ from the ringing, sotmd they make when coltl^ 
m'mmf'and sometimes, from their odd, long shape, 
fiew out from the cheerful fire and fell on 
the hearthrug, where it lay for a mommt scorching 
the woollen fabric beneath 



jet walked erect and firm. Taking tbe tongs 
from their nook, she adyanced to where the cinder 
lay smoking and crackling, clutched it with the in- 
strument, Sang it .;iikok' iuto the ,then-&ll 
forward on the hearth-^nSAD 1 

And is that all the story ? 

all. The first emotions of terror and gr||f 
over, Urn body raised, the ^ melancholy offices:^ ^ 
the dead seen to, the , gentlemen returned 
discussion of the question of the will, " ■ ' 

There was. none, to all appearance, extant. Mr, 
Tapes, when questioned, denied all knowledge of 
the existence of such a document. If the Lady 
Durbar had made a will, she must with her owxt 
hands have hid it somewhere. 

The three jiephews, the clergyman, the doctors, 
and the lawyer, were, again aasemblod in the 
chamber of death. The body was in the coffin, 
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Tm Bot a believer in opiens/* saidihepliysician, 
looking round ; but I really should not be sur- 
prised if we found a will beneath this spot.’* 

Take up the 'hearthrug f* cried the dragoon. 

. ** W ell have the carpet up/’ exclaimed the coun try- 

The hearthrug and the carpet were taken up : 
the coffin ” cinder had burnt through both. 

I do really believe/’ here interposed the lady’s- 
maid, who had stolen on tiptoe, into the room^ 
that my lady kept a strong box or something of 
the sort just there, for there’s a bulging like in the 
drawing-room ceiiing/'and has been for years, just 

discoloration of the floor was visible — a brown dis- 
coloration, extending two . or three feet from the 
common centre made by the black round hole 
burned by the cinder. 

ee i^tave the flooring up f * cried the three 
nephews. 

A carpenter was sent for and commenced his 

Phew !” he exclaimed, sfcopping short. How- 
strong that Indian scent my lady was so fond of 

Then he went 


A sudden cry of horror, of dreadful terror and 
God knows by what half- distinguished scrap of 
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olotliing, what Lalf-effaced liaeament, what ialf- 
remeisberea trinket, it was recognised tod known ! 
But there it ^ras. FTom hemath where the cinder 
had/aSm was dragged otd tU rotting body of Sir 
Hugh JDwbar / , . 

Had he ever been to Oivita ‘^ecehia, or, retdjin* 
ing, had he met his end here, mnrdefed it> his 
bedchamber, b'nried before his own heartli ? ’^|hd 
by whom.? Who knows ? , : .Who shall fcnoT^Kl 
things are disedvered tod the- end comes 
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that of the famous archer of nxirsery stoiy, begins 
“with an A ; but I have not jet heard that Mr. 
Herbert or Mr. Djce has been commissioned to 
paint a fresco for the Peers’ robing-roomy immor- 
talizing the exploits of Qiialk. I have waited iin- 
patientlj, since the termination of the disoussion as 
to whether Cromwell was to have a statue or not, 
for an official notification that Mr. Bailj or Baron 
Maroehetti was to erect forthwith a momiment to 
Qiialk Helson has his column in Trafalgar-square ; 
poor dear Beliot his granite obelisk at Greenwich ; 
Wellington and Peel are sown, in bronze and 
marble, broadcast over the kingdom; but where 
is the statue of Thomas Qualk? . I am ready to 
subscribe to the Qualk testimonial ; I am prepared 
to use mj influence with the Governors of Christ’s 
Hospital in order to procure a presentation for 
Qualk’s youngest son. I am persuaded that the 
kind-hearted Duke of Cambridge has the name of 
<^aalk*s eldest bom down at the ''Horse Guards for 
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the vex*j itext commission, without ptitolmse. Par-*: 
liament, I am sure, need only be moved by the ac- 
complish ed Chancellor of the Exclieqiier to vote as 
miiniEcent a grant to Qualk^s family as it did to 
that other benefactor of humanity who invented 
perforated postage stamps ; yet I wait vainly for 
some symptom -of national recognition of the tran- 
seendant services of Qualk^ to rush down to the 
Time$ office, and insert an advertisement that the 
Qaalk Committee (with power* to add to their 
number) are now sitting ; that the Qiialk subscrip- 
tion is opened: and that Messrs. Coutts at the 
West, and DilessrA Eai*clay and Be van at the East 
end of London, have kindly consented to receive 
contributions. 

There may be some persons obtuse enough to 
object that they do not know who Thomas Qualk 
w'-as (for, alas ! I must speak of him in the past 
tense), or what was the precise nature of, the ser- 
vices which entitle him to the national gratitude. 
Be it my pleasing duty to enlighten those who are 
yet lost in the mazes of ignorance respecting the 
achievements of this great man ; and to demonstrate 
conclusively the claims which the subject of this 
j)aper possesses on the sympathies of a British 
public. When kings and ministers are forgotten, 
when the force and direction of personal — but no, 
I need not quote Junius. I trust to show how 
much the late Qualk the Circumnavigator effected 
for the benefit of Iiis countrymen, and with what 
an inadequate requital his efforts Imve hitherto met. 


' .OIECUMKATlGAfOUi',' . . -^O \ 

Thomas Qimlk was bom — ^really it is ^ not tho 
slightest good to tell you wliei'e my Wionias was 
born ; suffice it to bslj, that lie •was born, and tluit 
lie had the ordinary number of grandfitbers and 
grandmothers, with whom marriage within the pro- 
hibited degrees of consanguinity was, according to 
the dietatoB of the Common Prayer-book, rigidly 
proscribed* Ho was educated,— but, dear* me 1 
what does it matter where a youth receives his 
primary rudiments of education ? George Stephen- 
son could not read or write at nineteen years of 
age; Gifford, of the Quarterly Eeview,” was a 
cobbler ; Burns whistled at the plough ; George 
Canning boasted that he could n^er do ' a . sum in 
dong division. I suppose — nay; I am certain— that 
Thomas Quaik must have been educated somewlierej 
nay, I feel a moral conviction that he was a good 
boy, stuck to his. book, and was miich beloved by 
his master. Great navigators must be good boys. 
Bach, I am sure, were J ason, Marco Polo, Sir 
Walter Baleigh, Sir Francis Drake, Christopher 
Columbus, Sebastian Cabot, La Perouse, Admiral 
Benbow, Americus Yespuccius, and Captain Cook. 

I am ashamed to say that I am entirely ignorant 
of the time when the idea of going down to the sea 
in ships, and circumnavigating the globe, first 
occuri'ed to Thomas Qiialk. I don't know at all 
when he fii^st began to handle the astrolabe and the 
’^[dadranti' to take a sight’'— otherwise called an : 
observation — at high noon; to trouble himself 
about the . altitude of the sun and moon ; or to 
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ingj^ imd under engagement to tlio HononraUe Com?' 
panj to sail on the ninth, was lylngin the East India 
Bock Bombay was the destination of the gallant 
ChoheahaMar. Her teak sides were already groan- 
ing with the weight of cargo to be despatched to 
the realms of burning Ind, Her copper bottom 
swelled with the weight of bales and packages ad- 
dressed to the civil and military servants of the 
Honourable Company. You have seen those 
packages comfortably drying outside the trunk- 
maker’s shop at the West-end : dark slate-coloured, 
or oil-skin covered chests, with inscriptions in white 
paint on their lids, setting forth that they were the 
property of Chittagong Chillum, JEsq., Bombay 
Civil Service, or Lieutenant Chutnee, 90 th Hative 
Infantry. The. Choheabahdar was nearly full, not 
to say choked, with merchandise. : Goodness, and 
the supercargo, only knew how many cases of books, 
how many boxes full of military uniforms, how many 
Brinley-Eichard fowling-pieces, bachelor's’ kettles, 
iron bedsteads, india-imbber goloshes, French bon- 
nets, varnished boots, Sangster’s parasols, Mechi’s 
writing-desks, camera-obsciiras, stocks of stationery, 
rolls of flannel, bottles of eau-de-Cologne, hat-boxes, 
trunks, portmanteaus, sea-chests, bullock-valises, 
band-boxes, and cocked-hat cases, were stowed away 
in her spacious hold. She was as full of odds and 
ends as an old curiosity shop. Her ^tween decks 
were full, and her cabins were fulL Her state « 
rooms, her cuddy, her berths, and her lockers were 
all full } uM the only wonder was how , ever, with ■ 
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all tlie vast xnass of inanimate matter slic liad on 
board, slie would £nd room for the liundred and ten 
|jaasenger^,male and female# wlio — leaving tlie orew ; 
out of the calculation altogether^ — were to sail in 
that good ship from Blaokwall to Bombay* 

For the GkoheahaMm carried not only goods, 
but passengets^aj, and passengers galore* Don’t ■ 
think that ..eveiy lieutenant \in amative regiii:gi.|# 
’Whose furlough is out ; don*ts think that every 
lian# whose sick leave has expired# goes hack to 
Hindostan by the speedy hut expensive overland 
route* One hundred and twenty pounds sterling ; 
this is a sum to he looked at twice ere you part 
with it ; and there are many old Indians, even, 
■who will tell you that they prefer the slow comfort- 
able, easy-going three months and a half passage 
round the Gape# to the hurry-scurrying, feverish, 
money-scattering hejira from London to Calais, 

andria,.froin Alexandria to. Suez:, from Suez; to Aden, 
and from Aden to Bombay* A month’s incessant 
I'aiiway, steamer# omnibus across the desert# and 
steamer again, is all very -well in its way ; but to 
the placid and contented mind# there is a fund of 
contemplative enjoyment in a long sea voyage. 
The ship that with flowing sail “ spreads her white 
bosom to the gale,” is to many a far sweeter loca- 
tion than the creaking, groaning# straining steam- 
vesseL You have time for ali sorts of amusements 
iii a long sea voyage. For, experiencing all the 
multifarious phases of sea-sickness, from the pre- 
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Hioiiiioiy nausea broagbt on ai tie first sigl'it of 
Boiled mufctoa (very adipose) and caper sauce, to 
tlie Btter prostration of .a live days’ gale, 'when you 
feel that the service for which you would be most 
^profoundly grateful %vouId be that rendered by the 
first sailor who "would take the trouble to throw 
you overboard, you have time for that most de- 
lightful of sensations, getting well after a severe 
attack of sea-sickness, and waking up some fine 
morning with an appetite fit for Fe-fo-fum, plea- 
surably snMng the invigorating sea-breeze, finding 
your sea-legs, dressing for the poop, going to see 
the hammocks stowed, smoking a cheroot for\vard, 
discoursing With the boatswain on nautical matters, 
and positively taking an interest in the number of 
knots the ship makes per hour. Ton have time 
for flirtation, for gambling, for getting up private 
theatricals, for quarrelling witli the occupant of the 
next state-room, and challenging him to mortal 
combat, if needs be ; for conning the inti'oductory 
pages of Hamilton Moore, and fancying that you 
are studying navigation ; for winting a novel, or an 
epic poem, or .sonnets on the sea-girlls, or taking a 
sketch of the equinoctial Hue, if your imagination 
be brilliant enough to enable you to see it. In 
short, there is scarcely anything but what you can 
do at sea — from playing at chess to bird-stuMng, 
from baiting fish hooks to solving mathematical 
problems, from inditing squibs against the unpo- 
pular 'pass:engers, to stirring up a mutiny against 
■ the captain* , ^ ^ * ' ' / ‘ ^ ‘ ' 
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The good ship ChoheahaMar had got her cargo 
m," and was ready to fulfil her engagements not 
only, to the Honourable Company, but also to the 
ladies and gentlemen who had taken and paid for 
their passage to Bombay, at the office of the brokers, 

^ Messrs, Loot' and Ooytn%"oi 'Grmt' Bmiit Helens. 
On this instant 8th, the environage of the Ohokea-^ 
iahdar wm encumbered with' passengers’ lo^gag^' 
and personal elfebts, and' the passengers themselves 
%vei'e pottering about the decks and cabins of the 
ship, driving the mates to the verge of desperation 
with irrelevant questions, getting into the way of 
sailors, opening all the lockers in the cuddy, grum- 
bling about the accommodation of the state-rooms 
. — though each had chosen one for himself on the 
printed plan in the agents’ counting-house — super- 
intending the lowering of those chests and trunks 
which were marked not wanted on the voyage’* 
into the hold, ‘and complaining bitterly that suffi- 
cient care was not taken in saving the comers of 
the boxes from being knocked against the coomb- 
ings of the hatchways. The fi.rst mate, Mr. Drybone, 
was highly exasperated against the passengers gene- 
rally, and made several very uncomplimentary 
I'emarks concerning them to Mr. Tuffknot, the 
boatswain ; and it was well for these rebellious 
ones that Captain Erickboole was not aboard, for a 
Stern man was that commander, and one who stood 
no nonsense. If a passenger — were ha gentle or 
simple—showed himself insubordinate to Captain 
Brickboole’s sway during a voyage, him straightway 
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did the detemiaed shipmaster clap ia Irons. Fd 
serve him so,” Captain Briokboole was wont to say, 

if he was a member of Conncil ; that I would.” 
But though severe, Captain Brickboole %yas a 
humane man, and tempered justice with courtesy. 
He had never been known to put a passenger in 
irons without apologising to him, on releasing him, 
in the frankest and most gentlemanly manner, and 
his fettei's wei^e always — ^with a tender regard to 
the wrists and ankles of his captives — covered with 

There was quite an imposing list of passengers 

sanitary sojourn appeared to have done General 
Pancreas^ mscerm much good ; or his complexion, 
or his temper either, to tell truth. He was an ill- 
conditioned old curmudgeon, who devoured pro- 
digious quantities of curry, pepperpot, cliilium, 
cutlets, capsicum-hash, . and nnilligatawny soup, 
took large quantities of abominably pungent Am- 
sterdam snulf, wore a suit of nankeen throughout 
the year, (with woollen beneath it in winter, as 
Duke Artliin* used to wear dannel beneath his 
white ducks), which nankeen was nearly as yellow 
p^hisi face, .drank deep potations of 'sangaree, and 
griimbied incessantly. ■ ' ^ 

He was the, most important in rank among the ' 
passengers, and,, at the cuddy banquets, sat on the 
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rigM Imad of Oaptaiw Brickl)oo!e. Uext to him in 
social status was Mr. Poppybead, Bengal Civil Ser-^ 
vice. He was collector at Muddlepore. and was a 
very harmless^ languid, sleepy-beaded gentleman, 
wlio never seemed so happy as when he was in a 
dressing jacket and slippers, his body semi-recum- 
bent in one chair, and bis feet in another, with his 
eyes closed, and a very long Trinohinopply cheroot 
in his mouth. Mr. Poppyhead was reported in 
well-informed Anglo-Indian circles to be worth 
several lacs of rupees, but he always asserted that 
he was exceedingly poor, and gave out that he re- 
turned to , India by the long sea route for economy's 
sake alone.. Economy, too, had something to do 
with the choice made by Mr. McShard, M.E.O.S., 
and surgeon of the 91st B.KI, who stoutly declared 
that Ills pay didn’t keep him in surgical instru- 
ments. He also was a passenger per Ghokaai^oMar ; 
and with him was Mrs. McShard — species of 
Anglo-Bengal. ■ Helen /MpGregpr, and', the Misses 
McShard, two young ladies of middle age, and of 
such angular proportions, that they might have 
passed for Euclid’s Elements in petticoats — who had 
been setting their ringlets for ever so many years 
at snug-salaiied members of the Civil Service ; but 
failing to create an excitement in the perhaps jaun- 
diced bosoms of those covenanted servants of the 
Hon. Company, were now fain to exercise their 
blandishments iipon Messrs. Griffin and Tiffin, raw- 
•ijeef-faced lads of seventeen, who were making their 
first voyage to Hindostan as cadets, and were by 
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tlieir respective pn rents speciallj recommended to 
'the, care of Mr. McSbarci. ■ .Griffin, wm^ the son of 
Jjxetiteimnt-Colonel.. Griffin, and some*' 

time Political agent at Gnaizlebad ; and Tiffin was 
the nephew of the well-known and wealthy Biffin, 
the great opium merchant and East India Director ; 
and neither were matchCvS to be lightly i^egarded, as 
you may imagine* I really have little more space 
to describe the remaining passengers of the 
Oho^eahahdar; yet I must sacrifice a line or two, 
in order that all may know that Mx\ and Mrs. 
Kobbatt, the indigo planters of Blooriit, were among 
the list ; that the charming Miss Eoguey was there, 
going out to join her papa, Colonel Boguej, com* 
manding the Pogneypore Contingent ; that the 

‘ Irregulars, had also joined the band, professedly 
becaxise he abhorred steam navigation ; but, in 
reality, I am afraid, because he had lost rather 
heavily lately at the pleasing game of lansquenet, 
as caiTied on at the Hydrocephalus Club, in St. 
James Vstixet, and found round the Cape, in com- 
parison to via Marseilles, a very considerable saving. 
And I should be guilty of a very great dereliction 
against the laws of gallantry, were I to omit the 
name of Mrs. Yandegabbleschroy, that estimable 
widow lady, of the rubicund coiiutenance, the affable 
manners, the convivial habits, and the vast circum- 
ference of person, who was, and is still, I hope, 

* This story was written before the sponging otit of the 
Honourable East India Company, peace to its jaundiced manes. 
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knoTOto all Anglo-Indians as the worthy principal 
of the Bundlepunt Institution for the education of 
young ladies, Calcutta, Honest Mrs. YandegaLble- 
Echroy ! no typhoons, monsoons, droughty nor rainy 
seasons ; not a thirty years’ sojourn in the scorching 
East f not all the cares of a fioprishing hoarding- 
school, with its inevitable occasional coniretmnps of 
bankrupt scholars, whose parents had been mofus- 
silising in an inordinate degree, ' had been ahle fd 
diminish her appetite for substantial viands, o# her 
thirst for Hodgson’s pale ale, had taken one dimple 
from her jolly face, bad popped one acrid curd, one 
drop of sour whey, into the milk of human kindness 
with which she abounded, Mrs, Y andegabbleschroy 
was the female Daniel Lambert of Bengal j but she 
was the best tempered woman, the heartiest feeder, 
and the most excellent schoolmistress of thfe three ' 
presidencies. ‘ . i'. ' 

The portentous morrow at length dawned on 
which the CkoUceahohdar was to sail. There had 
been great leave-takings and farewell jollifications 
among the passengers. Som'e-had, dined' on the eve 
of departure at the Artichoke, at; Blaokwali, and 
had found the fare there so good, that they had 
been persuaded to occupy beds at. that comfortable 
hostelry for the night. General Pancreas and Mr. 
Poppyhead had business to settle at the India 
House, and were to join the ship at Giavesend. 
Gidffin and TiMn came down in a Hansom cab from 
the Bath Hotel, in Piccadilly, where they had been 
stopping with Tiffin’s uncle, Biffin, Mr. McShard, 


' ^TTAIJe THH CIBOtranrATISAl'OE. 63 

Ms wife, and daughters, had prudently saved t]ie 
expense of a night’s extra stay in London, and had 
slept on board the ClwJeeahcAciaT, The other pas- 
sengers dropped down to Blackwall by various con- 
veyances; lire. Yandegabbleschroy arriving by a 
Woolwich steamboat, the whole of whose passengers 
and crew — down to the very call-boy, she had 
delighted with her amenity and good temper during 
the short voyage. She consumed two pints of 
bottled stout between Essex Pier and Eotherhithe, 
and insisted on the Oaptain ho'bnobbing with her. 
It was with difficulty that the crew could be dis- 
suaded from saluting her with three cheei*s when 
Sie landed. They characterized hfiir by the name 
of “ Brick.” Captain Brickboole joined the gallant 
ship at about eleven o’clock in the forenoon. Ho 
had had a large amount of business to get through 
on the foregoing evening; notably a dinner given 
bun at the Ship and Turtle, in Leadenhall-street, 
of which he was good enough to say afterwards 
that the iced punch was first chop, but the turtle 
"Was poor after terrapin. 

The Ghokeahahdar was io sail at noon ; and at 
twenty minutes past eleven there entered the 
dockyard a gentleman whose name was down in 
the passenger-list, whose berth was taken, whose 
passage was paid, and whose voluminous limo'ao-e 
or rather merchandise— so many cases and padcages 
W0r| there that bore his name as “passenger to 
Point de Galle, Ceylon; with care” — had been 
daly Stowed sww in the hold three days before. 
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This gentkmatt, on his arrival, carried ’Only a small ■ 
carpet-bag and a slim umbrella in a shiny case. 
He was not a very remarkable gentleman to look 
at : of middle age, cleanly shaven, slightly inclined 
to corpulence, with a clear blue eye, and placid 
smile about his mouth, tvhose somewhat full lips 
offered physiognomical' evidoftee 4hat he' wa^ 'not 
altogether avers©’ to the pleasures pf the tahle^ ,with 
'a- closely^etopped head ,of black ‘ hair/ , in which, 
beneath his travelling-cap, a thread of silver might 
liere and there be discovered. He was clad in a 
neat travelling suit of gray plaid. This middle- 
aged individual might have been a medical gentle- ‘ 
man, a commercial gentleman, a gentleman retired 
from business, a major in a marching regiment, or a 
Manchester - warehouseman., ’ He 'paid the cabman ■ 
^vho brought him to the dockyai’d gates veiy libe- 
rally ; ahd when he gave’: Hni'^ an e^ttra' shilling' to' 
drip^k'his' health wMah,tadVW^ .him, ^ in a-fiiendly 
manner, ho take^ a biscuit- aPd: cheese with his pota- 
.tions, whatever they;:ia%ht/''he 1'^ , f-^Always' take 
care bf your digestion, my maft,’’ he.said^' cheerfully, 
on' parting the ebath of thb 'stomach are m easily 
injured/^ The cabman touched his hat, and drove 
off, staring at ' his good-humoured face over his 
shoulder. But I am afraid that when the hour of 
refreslmient arrived (and I should like to know 
vrhat are the hours of refreshment of London 
cabmen), he substituted the fumes of birdVey© 
tobacco, inhaled through the tube of a clay pipe, 
for the biscuit and cheese recommended to him^ 
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I>j tlie cleaulj.^aYen geatlemm in the travelling. 

' cap, ■ 

Tlie pa^enger per Qwkealalidar picked liis tray 
daintily througk the crowded dockyard, as though 
he was accnstomed to the ways of places of mari- 
time resort; avoided, by singnlar good'luok, falling 
into the basin, entangling his legs in a cable, and 
tripping himself iip therewith, or^unning foul of a 
dock porter laden with- sacks. The second mate of 
the €hoke<xbahdar, who was standing at the gang- 
way, seemed to recognise him as he approached, and 
touched his gold-laced cap with a kindly aspect,- as 
he stepped on board, 

• • « Gobd awmiug; Mr .Qualk," he said; "punctual. 

: as usual, T feel* ' ■ " . . ■ - 

pundtuaV cjy good friend Dedlights,” ‘to- 
spoaded the pa*eager addressed as Qualfc— and 
indeed, there is no nse in disguising it, this was 

Thomas Qualk, the Circumnavigator, himself, “as 

when, four years since I came on board the 6/wJ!;ea- 
baMar in the Hooghly. Heither of us have gi-own 
younger since then, Mr. Dedlights.” With which ^ 
sententious but sage remark, Thomas Qualk ami- 
cably pressed half-a-dozeh of the best Havannah 
cigars into the mate’s hand, and went down below 
into 0tate-room; 

lu-'T®?- Biunaole 

eenitaiand, remarked to Mr. liedlights, 

paint,” his ..superior, officer rejoined. 
hpprovH^y testing the , cigars by lUeans of his 
organs of ias|e 4ad ,«i,iTOly as a maa-a--war’s 
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cat wlien the grog’s spilt. I -wonder -what the old 
■jjoy ’g going to India for this time ? Real Cabans 
thke, and no mistake. Ho gave me a hubble-bub- 
ble, -with an amber month-piece, last time he joined 
the Ckokeabe^ui(w” 

He was ^ways something to some- 

body, Thomas Qualb. There never was surely such 
jt gepero-as-heart^ creature, He .n)n*3e presents 
(mostly administrative to creature comfort) to the 
passengers, the ofScers, the crew, down to the little 
cabin-boys who 'swabbed the decks. We have seen 
how liberal he was to the cabman. He was known 
all over the sea-faring world : for, an assiduous tra- 
veller for years, he had twice accomplished the great 
feat of circumnavigating the globe ; and this present 
Indian journey was understood to he hut the pre- 
liminary to his third trip to the antipodes. The 
■ CfSoem' of the Peninsular an^ Oriental Steam Hayi- 
gatiott Company knew him -well, He w^ familiar 
yrith all the steamera on the ^outhmnpWn, Spanish 
' k«iin, and West India liifesj the stewards of the 
Onnard and the Collins’s American pactem liValled 
^ch other in showing him attention ; and the cap- 
tains of the Australian' emigrant ships (the “Black 
Ball” and “Red Jacket” fleets of antipodean clip- 
pers did not exist as yet) knew and respected him. 
The landlord of the Victoria Hotel, at Cape Town, 
swore by himj at Port Royal, Jamaica, he had 
four invitations to dinner eyeiy day he remained in 
harbour ; the black waiters at the St. Boblink, 
Aster House, Hew York, grinned^ -with delight 
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Wien he ascexided the xuarble steps of that establish- 
Bleat; aad it was even whispered that at the 
, .wreoklEg; filibosteriag, semi-piratical- haven of Key 
West, Thomas Qaalk enjojed an enviable popu- 
laiifej* Old ac<^naintances used to joke him about 
Gape Horn and Terra del Fuego, and accuse him of 
being on familiar terms with the fair Patagonians ; 
but this Thomas always denied, acknowledging, 
however, to having once experienced a tender feeling 
for an oIive»skxnned damsel residing in the island of 
Otaheite. And yet no' one knew the motive of 
Thomas Qualks continual journeyings to and fro 
over the seas. When questioned on the subject, he 
turned off inquiry with a laugh, stating that he 

^‘because ho liked it;” but he never grew angry; and ^ 

^ ■when hard pressed, nodded his head with sly mystery, 

* and said that the world would know all about It 
some day. Whence it became bruited about, that 
Qualk the Oircumnavigator, emulous of the fame of 
Malta Brun, was about to edit another atlas ; or 
%vas determined to rival Mercator by the production 
of another chart which should throw that hitherto 
celebrated geographical projection into the shade. 
One tiling, however, seemed certain, that Thomas 
must be very rich : ' for, beyond the 'money which 
Msdnoessant voyages necessarily cost, he- was most • 
lavish in his personal expenditure. Had he travelled . 

colours, or among Prenchmen, .little 
ourlcfeity .vrbuld'hiave been' excited concerning his 
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movammfcs ’and oliaracter. The easily satisfied scat 
of Gaul would laaTe put' liiin dowa at once as an 
ecceat^ic child of AIMoOj a milord, afflicted with 
the "spleen/’ and tempoxarilj tired of "boule* 
dognes/’ raw beef-steaks, brandy-grog, and the 
"boxe/’ and spending 'Ms Ta^t revenues in a peril- 
iifi,eious puiBuit of inarine adventures* ■ ' 

■ post iBericliafi,baIfipastfour’*-^to borrow 

the exordiutfi of Tom DibdiMs charmingsongj when, 
next day, the OhokeahiMar was tugged out of the 
East India Bock, and bidding a long farewell — not 
to " Hanoy/’ but to the Isle of Bogs— -floated majes*# 
tically clown the bi'oad riven Cheers I'ang out 
around her as she threaded her way through the 
dense forest of shipping. Thousands of good wishes 
went after her ; as after many and many as good 
aid as 'ibmye a ship which has left Old England’s 
'SiorW under auspices as "favourable, but ^ which, 
come to, grief-^hurnt, perchance, to the 
^^ate/s edge,, in 'the 'tnidst silent sky - and a 

""SSlentiobean, for mffes round by the red 

^lare of her destruction'; "'hr dadied^ to pieces in a ' 
howling storm, %y impetuous waves, or swallowed 
up alive by the inexorable deep : the secret of its 
dreadful end never to be known till the sea gives 
up its dead. ' > ' - 

Ko such terrible catastrophe was to befall, this 
voyage at least, the Ohokeahahdar ; btit still she had 
anything btit a prosperous time. All went well until 
she had passed the Gape ; but then ill luck seemed 
io^set in upon her. She experienced a suecesAi of, 
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vi0leiit’*‘gales ; ter iiencoops were wasted overboard ; 
her slieep and pigs were drowned j her solitary cow ■ 
rafttsed tO''gi,ve any more milk, and shorbly after- 
wards gave tip, not only the dairy-line business, but 
the ghost altogether. The carpenter was not at all 
easy in his mind about the timbers of the Ckokea^ 
iahdar^ and reported her leaky ; the boatswain had 
misgivings; the second mate looked dark and 
ominous; and even Captain ferickhoole lost his 
wonted gaiety ; forebore to make his wonted jokes 
at the cuddy table, and became moody and taciturn ; 
All went wrong on board the gallant Indiaman. 

crew grumbled and worked unwillingly ; the 
passengers, tired out with the length of the voyage, 
and the violence of the weather, grew testy and ili- 
tempored, and quarrelled with one another venge- 
fuily. To bring things to the worst, when the 
CJmhmhahdar had been four months at sea, and 
when the stock of sea luxuries had long been 
exhausted, it began to be noised about that the 
ordinary ship’s pi-ovisions were running low, and 
that soon not only would there be no more sofG 
bread and fresh beef, but there would also be a defi- 
ciency of salt junk, biscuit, and rum. 

It was under these untoward circumstances that 
Thomas Qualk, the Circumnavigator, shone forth in 
all the brightness of his exceptionally effulgent 
;■ character*, As the stock of -provisions grew low, • 
so did Thomases spirits - rise; and on the very day 
fWhen* the, captain expressed bis heartfelt 'sorrow in 
■'being ^compdled to^pufe ^the cuddy passengers iipbn 
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lialf rations, Tliomas Qualk, announced kis intention 
of breaking bulk among the cases and packages in 
the hold bearing his address ; and among which he 
hinted, with a placid smile, ^^some odds and ends 
might turn up, which would come handy, by way 
of a relish, to the general short commons,” Handy I 
odds and ends, indeed : the cuddy of the Olhokea^ 
hahdwr, which had .a few days since presented only 
a beggarly account of empty soup tureens, became 
suddenly met^tmorphosed into a land of milk and 
honey — of milk and hoiiey literally as well as figu- 
' rafcively — ^for, from the magical cases and packages 
of Thomas Qiialk were dispensed lacteal streams^# 
innocent of the presence of the ^^cow with the 
iron tail,” and mellifluous treasures of the gcnnine 
Narbonne flavoiir. These were the very least of 
Thomas Qualk’s odds and ends. He seemed to 
have entered into a solemn league and covenant 
with the cook of the Chokmhahdar ; and day after 
day the table groaned — ^rejoiced would be, perhaps, 
the more appropriate word—with delicacies which 
could not he termed of the Reason, fOr' they were ■ 
clearly out of season, but delicacies which Were 
of all seasons, magnificent, luxurious, and succulent* 
Only imagine always hungry Mrs. Yandegabble* 
schroy, imagine Griffin and Tiffin, imagine General 
Pancreas, imagine the great body of passengers, 
deprived for wrecks of the luxuries, and almost of 
the necessaries of life, and now suddenly regaled 
with salmon cutlets, turtle soup, stewed kidneys, 
minced veal, Strasburg p^td, red mullet, Jugged 
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ibara^ loBstaf aalad^ Welst -mutlonj hashad YBnkon^ 
gtaeE peas, aspariigas, sea-kale, gooseberry tart, 
aaifs foot jelly, and icaiireams. And these formed 
but a tithe of the good things which the beneficent 
Quaik dispensed to all and sundry. He produced 
bins of wine, rich and rare — Champagne, Sillery, 
Lafitte, Pomruard, Cios-Tougeot, and Baint P^rray 
niomseux. From quaintly-formed flasks he poured 
forth captivating liquors, that flowed in oleaginous 
gurgles, sparkled like gems, and tasted of Paradise : 
Curagoa, Maraschino, Chartreuse, Hoyau,"and Par- 
fait Amour. In hospitable raillery, he asked his 
guests if they would like a course of game. As 
jokingly they answered that they should, wishing, 
internally, very much that they might get it. The 
next day, the dinner’s bill of fare included ortolans, 
becoaflco% quails, grouse> woodcocks, partridges, 
rdi^is m papUotte, and pheasants, which were brought 
to table with their tails on. The cuddy breakfasts 
became henceforth as sumptuous as the dinners. 
Meat teas became prevalent, too, as also judicious 
little hot suppers, at which smoking tit-bits were 
served up, and incandescent drinks, that smelt of 
spices, cunningly compounded by the inexhaustible 
• Quaik by way of night-caps. Inexhaustible by no 
means is an exaggerated epithet, for, as if to 
surpass all his former efforts, the indomitable bene- 
factor ^ook to providing every &dy passenger, at 
break^fe time, 'with a bouqpet of fresh roses, .that ; 
were redolent of delicious perfume and prairie dew, 
and providing on ^the ■sideboard a miniature Eaw- ’ 
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traiglied lieavy on Iiis mind ; and suggested tliat 
well-tbriimmed sails slioxild be put under the ship’s 
keel* Ih© boatswain, a crustj onsfedmet* at ,th© 
best of times, became a perfect bear, growling rather 
than ^istling his comniands to his satellites ; the 
mates whispered grim disparagements of things in 
general among themselves ; and Captain Brickhoole, 
from a rigid, hut just and temperate commander*, 
tmnformed himself into a nautical l!Tero, teasing 
his mates, bullying his men, biting (metaphorically) 
his passengers’ noses o:d^, and making his appren- 
tices wish that they had never been born. 

Gradually, and curiously enough, an ines^plicable 
tevulaion of feeling* began to. sefc In against Qiialfc 
' His fellow^passengers looked -ask®^©© at him. 'Even ■ 
' the benignant Mrs; -'^^andegabbleschroy frowned 
upon him while she devoured his dainties ; and 
the Misses McShard turned up their already-sitffi- 
ciently turned-up noses still further when he passed 
them on the poop. Among the crew, superstitious 
terrors began to be mingled with^ dislike*of the in- 
offending circumnavigator. Grim and unearthly 
accusations were laid, at his door, by a nautical 
TdimgericM met round the galley-iires or in 
the bunks of- the forecastle..' He was a wizard, a 
sorcerer/* one of mother Carey’s chickens, Davy 
Jones, nay, the terrible 'ffijing Dutchman himself 
One discontented spirit suggested that he was a spy, ' 
A spy 'teyer what f The whales !.• The officers, tried * 
to stem the tlde-rf Thomas Qualk% 'unpopularity^ 

’ loud and as;&r ’as they could | but even_they 
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were compelled to acknowledge tliat he was a 
curious customer,” and reminded each otlier of 
tke bad weather they had experienced, four years 
previously, when Thomas had been a passenger on 
board the Ghokeahahdar^ Captain Brickbo<Me had 
nothing to say against ltr« Qualk, certainly— how 
should he, indeed'! nobody had anything to say 
against him ^ yet still he chafed and fretted at 
Qualk’s tacit superiority to the disagreeable position 
of affairs, and said that he did not like Mr, Qualk’s 
way of carrying on, and wanted to know very much 
whether he, Captain Brickboole, was captain of his 
own ship or not ? Who else could be captain 1 
l^fob Thomas Qualk, certainly. In sliort, the hero 
of this brief biographical sketch became a yery 
Jonah to the crow of the Ghokeahahdar / and if it 
had not so providentially happened that, after a 
passage of altaost unexampled danger and dura* 
tion, the good ship arrived safely at her journey^s 
end, it' ia 'more than probable that Thomas Qualk 
- might" hate been thrown ihtb the Indian Ocean, by 
a, crew blinded by ignorance, prejudice, and super- 
' stition, to take his chance of being spitted on a 
.coral reef, or swallowed by the first big ’hsh that 
happened to pass that way. But Thomas escaped 
the fate of Jonah, to receive an ovation at "Bombay, 
where he landed. The wrath of the passengers 
and seamen against him changed— such is the incon- 
sistency of human nature-— into affectionate and ad- 
miring penitence ; a deputation aft, and a deputa- 
tion forward, entreated Ms forgiveness. And when 
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ie descended the ship^s side into the boat that 
wa$ to convey him to the shore, three such ringing 
cheers echoed along the decks of the ChoheahohdaT 
as had not been heard since the arrival of the Go- 
vernor at the Pi'esidency. Captain Brickboole 
nearly wrong his hand olf as he left the gangway, 
so forcible was the fervour of his parting salutation 5 
and he remarked afterwards, in confidence to Mr. 
Bedlights, that if ever there existed a man from 
Limehouse to Labnan who had no nonsense abont 
him, that man was Thomas Qualk 1" 

The circumnavigator did not x’emain long at 
Bombay. He left in a country ship for Singapore, 
whence he dropped in at Hong’-kong, Thence he 
departed in an American clipper for Australia, 
looking in at Honolulu in his waj;, and at Port 
Philip took shipping again for England, arriving in 
Palmouth Eoads some time during the year 
eighteen hundred and fifty- two. All his fellow- 
passengers, all the captains, and all the crews with 
whoip he sailed, had but one story to tell of him — 
the narrative of his unbounded liberality, of his 
apparently inexhaustible stock of land-faring and 
sea-faring delicacies. He had quelled a mutiny of • 
Chinese emigrants, between China and Australia, 
by the distribxition of rations of curried rice ; he 
had tranquillized four hundred and twenty discon- 
tented Kroomeii by an impromptu banquet of baked 
sucking-pig. Everywhere, always, he had been 
. the same : a perpetual fount'of good,thip^ to'eat 


and drink---4n ^exhaustible milch, cow. 
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In ilie spring of eigliteen hundred and fifty-three, 
Thomas Qualk once more left England, and -with 
more packing-cases than ever. He sailed- from the 
port of Grimsby, in a whaler called the Young For- 
poise, Captain Lamplugh. Once mor-e was Thomas 
hound on a voyagd of oircomnavigation, proposing 
to select the Eussian possessions in Horth America 
aa his starting point; but; from tb^, twent;r-Bf<®d 
of April, eighteen httndred and fifty^ree, to the 1® 
of August, 1854, not a line reached the relatives of 
the crew of the' Young Porpoise at Grimsby, not a 
sou! could tell what had become of her, her equipage, 
or the adventurous circumnavigator who was her 
sole passenger. Anxiety quickened into alarm, 
alarm into terror, terror into a firm persuasion that 
the Young Porpoise would never come back. 

At length the captain of a Hull whaler which 
came homo "clean,” which is more, says Smell- 
fungns, "than I ever saw a Hull whaler go out, 
>as enabled to solve this dreadful mystery. The 
narrative, on oathj v?se giveh before the mayor of 
Hull, and several influential gentlemen connected 
with the county and borough magistracy, and the 
corporation of the town. It was published at length 
is the " Hull Packet,” and was not published in the 
" Hull Courier,” which (the “ Oonrier” being at the 
time in opposition to the municipality) is an addi- 
tional confirmation of the authenticity of the state- 
■ ment. Several credible witnesses, frequenting the 
coffee room of the Victoria Hotel, heard on various 
occasions the narrative in question from Captain 






' ' , Qtri.LE oiMxrmxrmAtot, ■ fB 

■ SealysMs’s. {of flie BMiierms) own moutli,; and 
> tiio original doctiment^ was ifcsolf ■ preserved among 
• ilio mnnloipal archives at the Town.Hall;, where it 
remains to this daj^ to witness if I lie. 

It appears that Captain Sealjskin^ vessel, the 
Mubherous^ having been in the coarse of the previous 
winter securely locked in the ice in a certain bight 
or inlet on the coast of Greenland, the captain with 
a few of his men, to beguile the monotony of their 
arctic captivity, started on an expedition to shoot 
wdruses, .That, .behind n range of gigantic ice- 
bergs, they had come upon a sailing vessel, bearing 
on her stem the fatal inscription Forjpoise, 

locked in the ice, bu% alas I no genial thaw had 

though they found about half her complement of 
hands on board, all those hands, alas 1 were locked 
In the icy clutch of death. 2:Tothing but a row of 
frojsen corpses, px’eserved in an unnatural state of 
freshness, met the fidgbtened gaze of the fur-clad 
seamen of the JBhMeroiis. Stay ! there was a 
stranger spectacle. The deck was strewn with empty 
packages, empty eases, empty cannisters, empty 
sardine tins, empty pie-dishes, empty jam“ 2 >ots, and 
empty champagne-bottles. But no vestige of any- 
thing, solid or liquid, that was fit for human suste- 
nance, could they hpd on board. Descending to 
the captain’s cabin, they found the frozen body of a 
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busliy-wMsfeered mam ia a pilot jacket^ stretcked 
on one of the lookers, and wliom they conjectured 
to be Captain Latoplugh, of the Young Porpoise. 
On the table lay the log-book, mth the last entry 
made in it by* its commander: Provisions and 
mter all gone. E:s:ploiing party in search of aid 
or walruses, away seventeen, days. Temperature 
ninety-mine below zero. Mr. Qualk taken ill this 
moiming, . Jired at seeing, Ijhe mention/ of 

that honoured name, though still shuddering at the 
sad sight they had witnessed, the seamen of the 
MlvPberous xnished into the adjacent^ cabin, and 
there, peacefully reclining in an arm-chair, a well- 
covered sheet of manuscript on the table before 
him, a pen yet adhering to his stiffened fingex's, they 
found, . frozen to death, the form of him who once 
had been Thomas Qualk. 

These were the last words of TIxomas Qualk, 
found inscribed in legible characters on the scroll to 
which I have alluded : — 

, BMp Tornig Porpoiu^ in the ice, Janttary 14, 1854. 

I am dying — dying of cold and starvation i bxit 
before I die I wish this statement to be made, that 
it may go forth in vindication of my character and 
in furtherance of the objects to which I have sacri- 
ficed my time, my talents, and, at last, my life. I 
wish it . to be known to the uttermost coimei-s of the 
earth that the patent preserred pTomdons — meM, 
vegetables, fruit, past'>y, Messrs. Hodgson, 

■ Podgson, and Hodgson, of Bucklersbuiy, London, 
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for wlibse respectable firm 1 Baire been for years ,tlie 
cliief commercial traveller, are capable (fa liermeti- 
callj” scaled tiijs) of resisting tlie eifeefcs of' any 
climate ; and tliat they have so resisted the action 
of the extremes of torrid and gelid temperature. 
The subjoined testimonials, signed by very many 
commanders and ojOScers of her Blajesty's and the 
merchant service, and by hundreds of j)ei'sons of 
rank and respectability with whom I have had the 
honour of travelling, will abundantly and addb 
tionally testify to the merits of the patent pre- 
served provisions (in Iiermetically-sealed tins) of 
Messrs, Hodgson, Podgson,' and Hodgson, Duke ei 
■ decorum esi pro — ”, 

But bere the manuscript broke oiF. 

Let us honour and x'evere the memory of Thomas 
Qualk, even as we do that of the unknown benefac- 
tors of humanity who invented r'ed herrings and 
pickled salmon. 


You wiE imagine, if yoa pleasOj that tliis is tbe 
Yery cleptli ' of wintet ' iti Bi ‘ Petefefettr^, Ad ’tliat 
the following incidents occurred during the reign of 
the kte Emperor Nicholas. Everything is frozen : 
water, milk, wine, hrandy, meat, poultry, game, and 
fish,, the tears in the eyes, the breath in the nostrils, 
the words (excuse the hyperbole) on the lips. The 
sentinels take only twenty-five minute turns on 
guard, and are mildly warned that they will be 
warmed*’!, to the extent of five hundred blo’^s 
with a stick, if they go to sleep ; for to sleep in the 
' cold is’death'* Y^htoVte h^lls‘’ate giveh, *#berever 
the theatres are op^, before the peaces and before 
■ the great hotels,' there ’are hug©' dTOnlai®ruaces, 
with'- an ii^on cupola 'kbow, 
round- which the coachmen and droschfiy^arivers' 
gather to warm themselves: otherwise they would 
be frozen on their boxes. Broschldes drive down 
the Neva to Cronstadt, and the caxTiage-roads on 
the frozen river are bordered wdth evergreens. The 
bridges are taken away and laid up in ordinary. 
The statues in the Summer Garden are swathed in 
liay bands for fear their marble noses and toes 
should be frostbitten. You no longer see human 
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beings • in tlie streel; : yon see instead bitge. balls 
made np of for pelisses, waddling tlirongli the snow^ 
and through whose folds you can discern neither 
mx nor age. Ivan the moiijik has only his slieep- 
skln iouloupe; hut he has turned the woolly side 
in, and is warm. The wild beasts in the great 
forests in the governiient of St. Petersburg are 
begmning to have bad times of it. Several bears 
have ventured into the very suburbs of the city, 
and have been shot therein, preferring a warm 
bellyful of powder and ball to sucking their paws 
in the bitter cold ; and an old wolf who lives on 
the outskirts of some marshes in PxnJand has been 
heard 'to remark to bis nephew. Wiat he does 'not 
remember so hard a winter since the invi^sion of 
1813. ■ „ ^ ’V ■■ , 

There is a grand masked bail to-night, at the . 
Bolschoi Theatre, We have paid our hve roubles . 
for a ticket j let us bid our droschky-driver W'ait, 
bestowing on him a hfty-copeck piece to refresh 
himself with ^S^odka,” while we join in the ma^y 
dance, leave our sable pelisse (if we arc we^thy 
enough to possess one) in the vesHaire, don a plain 
black domino and a mask, and allow yon thoughtful 
looking servant in fixe imperial livery to conduct us 
into the salk, de danse, Soh 1 we are in the thick 
of it. ^ , 

Wondrous thing for Eufisia, we do not catch a 
glimpse of one single military uniform in the whole 
brilliant theatre. %^here are the |}iiim.ed casques, 
the gleaming epaulettes and aiguillettes, the em- 
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broklerecl tiinics, the dazzling gauntlets and 
teries?. They must be somewhere here, and as we 
thread our way through the throng we seem to 
hear, from time to time, the clank of a pair of spurs 
and the clatter of a sabretasche, unmistakeably de- 
noting that beneath some of these dominos are 
concealed general%adjhtah’il4hd de 

. , VEmpBfewr. There is a hia^s o; in ,itiiey 

dresses, not the faded trumpery to ‘which you haTc 
been accustomed in England and France, but glit- 
tering appai'el — rich silks and velvets show their 
sheen, lace and embroidery dazzle you. But it is 
■ not among the giddy crowds of waltzers and dancers 
of scliottisches and polkas that vre seek the i'eal 
delices of the evening. We are in quest of mystery, 
of occult intrigues, of* puzzling equivoques, of in* 

^ scrutable ^id pro quoB^ and, if we will seek dili- 
gently ana observantly for them, we shall be able 
' to. reap a rich hardest ' wherewith to’ ^salitfy otir 

’ curie^l'y* - . 4 .'' ' , 

■ I EvW flitting, ' glimthtring,y nfad ;'|>trf!ulateng 
. among 'the' votaries, of' Tdfi^sichore; (ol|,r;_ thrice- 
hackneyed phrase) like w*iil-o*-the-Wisps, are these 
dominos. Pink dominos, cherry-coloured dominos, 
amber satin dominos, cream-coldirred dominos, black 
dominos, and these last in far greater profusion than* 
those of gayer hues. Gi’atid disguises are these 
dominos — ample shrouds that veil the mysteries of 
love or hatred, or more harinkss wit and mirth. 

Only now and then the little Toot, peeping timor- 
ously, mouse-like, from beneath the heavy drapery, 
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or a breatli of liot wind stirring the black lace 
Tallance of the imask, and disclosing a white rounded 
cliin beneath, will tell the secret that the wearer 
belongs to the softer sex. These dominoB speak in 
no shrill, discordant gibberish, as do their effronth 
sisters in Paris or London. They whisper discreet 
calumnies in your ear they stab you silently with 
keen little daggers of witty inuendo ; they bid you 
pluck a roseieaf from a bouquet, and straightway 
you are aware that the secret of your heart of 
hearts is known to some one. Tiny glov^ed hands 
come from these domino folds, slip little billets into 
your waistcoat pocket, and disappear behind the 
jealous curtain. Hendezvoux are made, reconcilia- 
tions effected, the preliminaides of duels settled, 
Yows of passionate love exchanged, all in a noiseless 
chuoIhQtter)ient* The whole scene is one huge Haarlem 
organ of secretiveness, but with the vox humana 
stop on. , ' 

Stalking majestically through the dense mass of 
mjstihers and mystified, is a tali, stately, stalwart 
figure, draped from head to foot in a black domino 
and closed mask. If you happen to have a friend 
in the balhi*ooni, ten to one that he will clutch 
your arm, and murmur, in a half-amused, half- 
terrified whisper : Ghut I that is the Czar I His 
Majesty is amusing himself. Let us get out of his 
way.” Blit, if you stroll behind the orchestra, where 
m&squeVs tre,-^i|;^ing. lemonade and, eating 'Ms (for 
the heat of the crowd' and tlxe stoves renders. both 
most acceptable luxuries), it is far fromimprobable 
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tliat you will meet another tall, stalwart fimre 
aecoutred m a precisely similar manner, and stalk- 

“^y W a sancT 
-little black satin domino on Ins arm) as his proto- 
type in the ball-room. And again, ten chances to 
one, ^ you ramble into the brilliant/oper, you will 
hud tall black domino nuniber three, loitnging on 
one of the crimkbn ' teltei-eoTpred Setter. Qo 
arther yet into the great refreshment Saloon, tall 
black domino number four is seated at. a marble 
table, treating an amber-satin domino to ctlampamie 
and macaroon. Farther, and still farther, righWp 
into the top tier of boxes, and leaning over the 
balcony, moodily contemplating the mad scene of 
gaiety ^beneath, is tall black domino number five, 

^ “ Dedieinent” says Mademoiselle Amenaide tZi- 
^me, of the Imperial French Theatre, a charming 
sonhrette, famous for the ease and impudence with 
the Emperor at masquerades— 

■ says’- Made'rii'biselJe 'Ameui^ide fin 
oherr^-<mloured. siM to^ 

prwwer ^jei of tJie le^pimMekohs 

half f ^Tu ^^^*S***: least 

half-a-dosen tall black domnios ’(*s 

cAere), and they have answered me in Russ'"* As if 

anybody ever undemtood Russ-ce«e Amine * 
langite, 

‘But perhaps the. Emperor wouldn’t .speak 
French, and answered you in Russ to mystify you 
pour hntriguer, ma mie" JJO) 

‘‘Helens I Can bespeak Russ, the P§re ISTioholas f’ 
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exclamis Mademoiselle AmeBaidej in great wonder- 
ment. I thought lie could onlj. speak French, the 
Emperor. But there’s General Gneldaiioil— I know 
the old wretch by his limp — I’ll go and say some- 
Miing to make him smart.” And off trips Made- 
moiselle Amenaide Zizine of the Imperial French 
Theatre. 

Now, the initiated in the ways of the Winter 
Palace and the secrets of the back stairs, know that 
the Emperor has occasionally found his colossal 
form, dominoed as it might have been, too easily 
recognisable, at masquei’ades ; and that immediate 
recognition has occasionally interfered with, the 
Imperial schemes of nocturnal amusement. To 
obviate this, annoying coniretemfB^ his Majesty has 
hit upon the notable device of choosing among his 
aides-de-camp certain noble iRussians of his exact 
, height, and of a gait and bearing resembling his 
own as closely as possible, who are instructed to 
perambulate the ball-room, and to speak French or 
Buss when addressed, as the Imperial whim may 
dictate, or as the furtherance of the Imperial plans 
may render necessary. Sometimes, indeed, when 
the stock of tall aides-de-camp has run short, the 
Autocrat has been compelled to resort to the ranks 
of his faithful regiment of Preobajinski Guards, and 
to select, from the biggest and handsomest of the 
grenadier company, a duplicate Bomanotr or two. 
The importance of thits having six Imperial Bich- 
mohds. or Bp&toa^ in the field instead , of one 
must be'vMWe to the meanest comprehensipn,; and 
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those Versed in suoli matters that the ft^oba- 
jinski Richmonds we, in the long run, found to 
he the most servieeahle; for those honest fellows, 
being well supplied, with rouble notes to comfort 
themselves with punch a la Bo^naine withal, and 
being totally unused to such a scene of splendour, 
could only utter,. .when spoken to, guttural exclama’ 
tions of astoniahiiieat in their native Sclavonic; 
whereas the aides-de'eamp werarsometimes'.treaAer- 
ons enough to pass themselves of for ithe veritable 
Emperor, and to poach upon the Imperial domains 
in the most shameless mannei’. 


black dominos are the only sons of Anak in these 
halls of dazzling light. The Russians, gentle and 
simple (save the maloi BitsJci, or little Russians), 
,i*un large ;; and there are scores of stalwart forms 
here to-night, both in black and, parti-coloured 
dominos, and in. fancy dresses. See, here is one, a 
fine-looking fellow too, six feet and more in his 
shoes, dressed-^aints. px \ heaven who :a«dilsiii 

us h--Hkfe.-the. Snemi-. a 

dreadfal mask With ted.'ffaitting'6^4imd:#p;^'Sf 
formidable horns. He bais Aehfhy^Sealy body, claw* 
and an admirably-constructed cloven foot, a tail of 
immoderate dimensions, and such a pitchfork. As 
he swagger3.along,, brandishing that terror to sin- 
nera, the masquers give way before him, cryin" out 
“ Gospodin TchoHI Qospodhi Tcluyrt!" (Lord 
Lucifer!) I am afraid that in Erance or England 
this diabolical costume would not be admissihU 
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anti would be equally tabooed with those of clowiij 
harlequin, and pantaloon ; buii in Ifenssia the arch- 
fiend is an institution. He is the real old tlieo- 
logieo-Gotliio Lucifer, with horns, with hoofs, and a 
tail, who flew away with King Arthur s tailor, and 
tempted St, Anthony, and was beaten by Banagher, 
and had his nose tweaked by 8fc. Duns tan. The 
Bussians have a great respect, and a terror not 
unmixed with humour, for him. They look on him 
with a sort of grotesque fear, and call him Lord. 
And, indeed, it has been knora for some centuries 
that Prince of Darkness is a gentleman.” 

Gospodin Lucifer, then (we wmnt call him by his 
plainest name, for fear of wounding tb# suscepti- 
bilities of our younger readers, who are not yet 
quite emfancipated from the fear of Bogey ”), goes 
roaring about, cracking pandemoniacal jokes to 
those around him, squeezing the prettiest of the 
debardeurSf who, laughing, take him by the horns 
and shake him ; and occasionally proguing a male 
domino with his pitchfork, who turns round and 
asks him, angrily, what he means. But he is a very 
good-tempered fiend, is Gospodin Tchort, and is 
highly popular ampng the ladies. He treats half-a- 
dozen of them to an expensive supper in the grand 
refresh taent saloon, refusing, however, to take ofif 
his mask,, and consuming prodigious quantities of 
champagne through the pasteboard lips thereof 
He speaks only^l^uas, with a strong German accent: 

.forth that Gospodin Tchort is ‘an" 
eccentric MtoniaU' tiobleman» ■ Mademoiselle : Ame*^ 
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nakle Zmm is good, enough at a later period of tlie 
eveiiing to engage him in coiiTersation, and he 
■whispers one little woi’d in the ear of her black 
Telvet mask — ^whether in German- Russ^ or not, I 
am not informed; but it is certain that half-an- 
hour afterwards, Mademoiselle Amenai'de, meeting 
Lolotte (w'ho is on the very best terms by this time 
with ajopig Circassian. of th^ Maho- 
metan escort), tells her in Confidence that the good- 
tempered demon is the Mnl One indeed. 

^^Ali earthly things,” the poet Campbell tells ns, 
and we know it^ must come to gloom,” and even 
a Russian hal masquS must have an end. The 
cliampagji^ has told its tale ; the supper is a mass 
of fishy, saccharine, and gallinaceous fragments',* the 
■fiddlers are tired; fatigue has furrowed long streaks 
in the rouge on the dancers’ cheeks ; the white kid 
gloves begin to get cloudy at the seams ; it is Octo- 
ber with the bouquets, and they shed their leaves ; 
and the furnace fires are burning Jow without. 
Thei^ is a rusli, Jo th^ ¥e^$iaire ; .Oinder^a’g^ ba|ll is 
, over and the’ brilliaptly-clad _ , 
transformed shapeless of fur peBs^es 
There is a howling at the door for carriages and 
droschky-sledges; torches fiare, and policemen rush 
about savagely, cuffing recalcitrant Jehus ; and then 
Gospodin Tchort — who has taken off his diabolical 
mask, slipped it into a side pocket of the enormous 
fur pelisse in which he has miiffied himself, and re- 
placed it by an undress military cap — moves se- 
dately and _^serenely. It is plain that Gospodin 
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Toliorti nausli '|e sii ofSqer' in some regiment or 
other. 

Qu0 diuhU / where is Axemti f’ says the Gtos- 
podin to himself, in the purest Parisian French. 

But the missing Axenti is seemingly nowhere to 
he found ; and after waiting some ten minutes, the 
Crospodin is fain to hire an ordinary sledge. The 
driver, a sullen-looking fellow, with a hiige red 
heard, asks him whither he wishes to go ? He who 
was late a demon responds that he wishes to be put 
down at the corner of Mala Millianaia, over against 
the monolith erected to the memory of the First 
Alexander. The Ischvostchik (such is the sledge 
drivers generic appellation) gives a sulky ‘^JDa, 
das r (Yes, yes) and bestrides his seat. Gospodin 
Tchort, muffling himself more than ever in his 
Sciwub (pelisse), mounts the sledge top, and off they 
go over the hard snow. - 
How, know ail men that about this time 'murders 
were frightftilly prevalent in St. Petersburg ; and 
note, above all, that the majority of these murders 
have been committed by Ischvostchilcs — by.droschky 
or sledge drivers. One was knouted to death only 
the other day, at the top of the Hevski, for the 
murder of a German commercial traveller, whose 
lifeless corpse he was detected in the very act of 
stuffing through a hole he had broken in the ice of 
the Neva, ^ opposite the Oadetten-linnie of Wassily- 
Ostretv.' tie exam'ple mom terrible in his 

case, 'the ''f'olioe had i«i©d m ordounance, .com- 
manding alj IhefechTostchiks in St. Pelei^bufg ' to 
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attend and witness tiae execution. There is a dark 
horror in the prevalent belief that among a certain 
of the Isohvostchiks there exists a species of 
Thuggee j that all the droschky-drivers coming from 
one particular village in the environs of the capital 
are, from their jcuth upwards, as professed and 

ruthless 'niurderem -as, the 'Votaries pf.'Bohwan^e^ or 
the partisans of the Old S&h'Of the^^ountain ^ and 
that ibej^ take advantage of the occasional somno-* 
lency of their fares (due to the intense cold) to fall 
upon, I'ob, and slay them. 

ISTow this sullen man with the red beard must 
evidently be a murderous Ischvostchik ; for instead 
of driving his fare, as he was directed, towards the 
monolith of the First Alexander (which is right 
opposite the Winter Palace), he conducts him over 
the ISTovi-Most, or Great Iron Bridge, and so to- 
. wards the vast cemetery of Wassily-Osirow. And 
he must be a, murderer--^this, rubicund ruffian— for* 
as the vehicle slides^along the deserted or 

^ streets, I, who .am Asmode'ns' for 'thk tonne,/ 
ubiquitous, see him, take from the 
, caftan a heavy hatchet,^ it in. 
grip, and try the edge with his huge misshapen 
thumb, casting a cunning glance, as he does so, over 
his shoulder, at the stranger whom he is conveying, 
perchance to deadly doom ; who, to the peril of hS 
precious body, worn out with fatigue, and oppressed 
by the frigid narcotic in the winter night-air, is 
dozing behind his diiver. 

Little w ots he now, Gospodin Tchort,as to whether 
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lie is jowraejiiig towards Alexanders monolxtlij' or 
towards Wassily- Ost row’s dank burial graiind* 
Gospoclin Tchort is tranquilly dreaming, and I, 
being Asmodetis, and omniscient pro iem.^ know 
what lie is dreaming about Little recks lie 
BOW of moBolitli or Winter Palace, ice or snow, 
droschky-drivers, or Frencli actresses. He wanders 
in Ills sleep by the side of the blue Bosphorus; ho 
sees the glories of the Golden Horn, his eyes are 
dazed by the minarets of Stambou! and the great 
dome of Sophia. He sees the .Padishah of Eoum 
float down the stream in his gilded caique, towards 
the Yalley of Sweet Waters ; he wanders in the 
mazes of the Bezesteen ; the secretest gardens of the 
old seraglio are open to him ; and then suddenly, by 
the charming irrationality of dreams, he is trans- 
poxiied to a town in Southern Kussia, and sees a 
sign-post with an inscription, placed there by 
Catherine the Superb, This is the road to Byzan- 
tium.”' 

Waken, hapless sluggard, for the Philistines are 
upon thee. Waken, drowsy traveller, for death is 
imminent. Waken, man in the fur pelisse, for the 
murderous Ischvostcliik has got thee close to the 
solitary churchyard, iiUvS turned him round on Lis 
seat, has raised his sharp hatchet. Waken, for the 
fate of an Empire — ^ , 

Gbspodin TchSrt wakes. Wakens, murmuring 
something about a treaty. Wakens to dnd the 
murderer standing, over him with gleaming eyes and 
uplifted hatchet/- ' ' ' 
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doBiaid thy money/’ cries the IscliTostcMk, 
seeing that he cannot slay his Tictim sleeping* 
hlo other man in the world could have done it 
Ho other man than — Gospocliii Tcliort. With 
lightning-like presence of mind he stands tip on the 
seat of the sledge ; he dashes on his fiend’s mask, he 
throws oif his pelisse, and sl^owsjiis fiend's dress. 
He stands there in the sharp, green moonlight, 
plainly and palpably the Enemy of mankind — the 
Evil One. , ' ' ' ■ , 

I demand tliy soul /” he thunders. 

TelioH^ TchoH F screams the Isclivostcliik, and 
falls down, stiff and stark, between the horse’s hind 
feet* ■ ^ 

Gospodin Tchort descends from his eminence and 
stirs the Ischvostohik somewhat disdainfully with 
his foot. Get up, dog f he says, in commanding 
tones. ■ 

.'But the dog never stits:# limb nor move'^'a 
muscle. The Gospodin routs him up again with his 
foot ; bufc'he.'& aS ihdtionless to bef0i^*/.\i';^Se,#odpa 
down and shakes hi^ by the ‘eitm.y, Wt iW, member 
falls to the frozen 'gtoxiiid-fiacoid .and inert* ' He 
calls him again and again, fruitlessly. He places 
his hand on his heart, but there is no pulsation. 
He looks on his face; and the green moonlight 
shows that ,his features are ghastly and rigid, that 
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Bail In Ms great* terror at wlat lie, poor super- 
stitions wretolj doubtless imagined to be a super- 
natural yisitation coxae to punish Mm fox'^his sins, 
the cord , of life has snapped, and the murderous 
Ischyostchik is gone to his account. 

A more timorous man than Gospodin Tchort 
•would have fled as fast as ever his legs could cany 
Mm ; for to have aught to do with a dead, or even 
a wounded body, in llussia, is a matter of serious 
moment, and one sometimes highly dangerous to the 
surviving party. You must not raise a man from^ 
the ground who has been unfortunate enough to be 
nin over ; you must not assist one who hits fallen 
into a pit; it is questionable even whether you may 
jump into the water to save a fellow-creature 
from drowning. Such duties are the exclusive pro- 
vince of the police ; and if you wish to preserve 
your roubles and your repose, the less you meddle 
•with that municipal institution the better. 

A weaker man than our Gospodin would at least 
have been sorely perplexed to know what to do with 
the ugly bui'den thus unexpectedly thrown on his 
hands ; but our diabolical friend appears to have made 
up his mind with very little difficulty as to the 
proper course to be adopted under the circum- 
stances. The horse is quietly snuffing the ground, 
as if in a futile search for some impossible herbage 
beneath that icy crust, and the reins lie idly on his 
back. The Gospodin (whose strength appears to be 
Herculean) drags up the body of the murderous 
Ischvostchik .by the arms^ flings him across the seat 
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of the BledgOj picks tip the whip, bestrides tho 
driver’s, seat himself, gives an encouraging 
go on/’. to the horse; and then, on that wintry 
morning, had yon been there, yon might have seen 
in the weird moonlight the strange spectacle of a 
man in a huge fur pelisse, with a. demon’s mask 
gleaming above it, driving a sledge away from the 
great cemetery of Wassily-Ostrow, while behind 
him was the body of a bearded, caftaned man, whose 
arms flapped, whose booted legs dangled, in the 
helplessness of death. 

And whither speeds the driver ? To the liTeva’s 
banks, with tliat same sharp liatcliet , to cleave a 
cavity in the ice and consign the wonkhbe mur- 
derer’s body to the swift, siu'e ciirreiit that runs 
straight into the Gulf of Finland, carrying its dead 
with, it, and telling no tales ? To the umbrageous 
pine- woods on the Ladoga road? To the iniins of 
the last conflagration, where there are holes and 
masses of rubbish in plenty that will hold a score 
of bodies such as'thisf N‘d#;;at The' ihtehal 
IsehvOvStcMk drives coolly to tlie sixteeoth linie, 
where there is a police-station ; and it is a fact that 
as he plies the whip he hums an air from Eobert 
le Liable.” 

He passes one or two of the little wooden huts, 
where the Boutotsnihs^ or w-atchmen armed with 
pole-axes, dwell. • One. sleepily challenges him ; and 
he answers, a friend 1” and drives on. The other 
is comfortably asleep in his timber cabin ; and, at 
the best of times, thei-e is but scant vigilance to 
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be expected from these guardians of the night, who 
are more than suspected of occasionally doing a 
little murder on their own aoeoimt. Gospodia 
Tchort mutters some remarks between his teeth, 
not at all complimentary to Boutotsniks in general, 
as he passes the second hut, and says that he “ trill 
see to it.” See to what? 

At the door of the police-station, or there 
is a big police-soldier, in a long, grey gabardine, who 
gives a howl of amazement as the strangely-laden 
and more strangely-conducted chariot stops before 
him. True to his police instincts, however, he 
makes a movement to fall upon and arrest, as a pre- 
liminaiy measure, the being who is bold enough to 
ride about with a dead body, but Gospodin Tchort 
descends from his seat, pushes the ^)oMzGi with his 
arm amicably on one side, and says — ■ ■ 

“ Carry that carcass in-doors, Axenti-Ivanovitch, 
and lei me see the major of police immediately.” 
“My name is Fedor,” the soldier begins j “and 
;iwh0:aneyou---r.4v C 

“Siiexce!” continues Gospodin Tchort; “hear 
and obey!” He is evidently accustomed to com- 
mand, to be heard, and to be obeyed ; for the soldier, 
with a blank look of astonishment, and a sujjpressed 
grumble, presently does his bidding. He wakes "up 
the police major, who comes with a very unclean- 
looking blue pocket-handkerchief twisted round lus 
bullet head, and his uniform coat but half-buttoned 

over his striped flaun el waistcoat. 

“ SiMoiak(n ! Whatisitf’ asksthe poHce mafoi- 
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who is very sleepy, and very peevisTi, rubbing bis 



Gospoclin Tcborfe takes, quite uninvited, a ebair, 
and in a few succinct pbi'ases tells the story of bis 
night’s adventure, accounting for bis mask by allud- 
ing to tbe masquerade. As be proceeds, tbe police 
major brightens up to a thorough state of wide 
wakefulness, shakes bis head, ominously, and dipping 
a pen into a battered inkstand, begins to fill uj) a 
printed form. He looks at tbe awful testimony of 
tbe drama that has been enacted, and which, begin- 
ning to stififen now, lies hideously stark on a guard- 
bed, and shakes his head more ominously than ever. 

A px’etty story, indeed,” he says. And who 
is to believe it, pray ^ There has been murder here. 
We will begin by putting the bracelets on you, mj 
little brother, and then we will submit you to an 
interrogatory. Fedot, go for the surgeon, the greffier^ 
and thehandcufife ; and, MJchaeJ^rosperovitch, take 
ofiTHsmask”^ \ 

Stop i” cries Gospodin Tehort, in an accent as 
commanding as before. Police major, you are an 
ass— Behold'!” _He waves_ the' soldiers 
imperatively back. He removes his mask, only for 
an instant, and replaces it. The police major starts 
back as he meets the stern gaze of a pair of full 
grey eyes, as his orbs of vision dwell upon a magni- 
ficent countenance, somewhat full of fiesh, with a 
lofty brow, a rounded chin, and a firmly-chiselled 
mouth j a twisted moustache, dark curly hair, 
growing somewhat bald towards the crown, and a 
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' sliorfc^ crisp wliisker inYading tlie clieek. He starts 
back ; and iipoa mj word, if Gospodia Tcbort bad 
not caagbt him by the arm, I think be would have 
fallen on bis knees before Mm, 

Let the man’s body be opened,” the Gospodin 
says. " He must bave been suffering from some 
internal disease for death to attack him so suddenly. 
And now get me another sledge, and let me go 
home, for I will ride no more in that hateful car- 
riage. Let the horse be sent to the fire brigade, 
and see that the sledge is sold for the benefit of the 
poor, 

Lhe major’s private sledge is brought out; his 
best horse harnessed to it ; his costliest furs laid on 
the seat. Gospodin Tchort takes off Ms mask and 
puts on his undress cap again ; but he entirely con- 
ceals his features behind the collar of his pelisse. 

You will drive me to the monolith of Alexan- 
der, opposite the Mala MillionnaTa,” he says to the 
coachman. Make haste, and gallop.” He jumps 
in ; the driver cracks his whip, and they are gone. 

Fedor Hicolaievitch/’ says the major of police, 
very sternly, when the strange visitor has departed 
— Fedor Hieolaievitch, son of a dog 1 it strikes me 
that you did not pay sufficient attention or respect 
to yonder well-considereid and honoured lord. Cor- 
poral of the night, you will take care that Fedor , 
Hieokievitoh has eighty blows of the stick, at eight 
o’clock, fof want of proper respect to his superiors.” 
And the police major, yawning, lights Ms cigarette, 
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Bj and by, just as tie nniappy Fedor is begin- 
ning to lioirl for liis breach of etiquette, the^emstchik^ 
wlio has driven Gospodin Tchort to his destination, 
comes back to the poiice*station. 

“ He mast be a great lord — perhaps an aide-de- 
camp of the Gossudar, the Emperor,” he says. He 
gave me a * blue’ (a five-rouble note), and I watched 
him go straight" into the Winter Palace. Wilt thou 
drink with me, Michael Frosperovitch t Ah I and 
so out* brother Fedor is eating of the stick, is 

her*' 

The autopsy of the body of the murderous Isch- 
Yostchik is made by the surgeon to the jjolice, and 
it is found that the unhappy man had been for a 
long time, suffering under actite disease of the heart* 
Fur gone as he was in that dreadful malady, any 
sudden shock oi' excitement was sufficient to cause 
death ; and it was perfectly natural, that the revul- 
sion of feeling caused by tliat whiHi he believed to 
be the appearance of the Evil One himself should 
end fatally. A lengthened re|>ort of the circum- 
stances is drawn u|> by the ffiajdr’ of pojko, and* is 
sent to the Winter Palace. Some weeks afterwards, 
that functionary receives a miniature, set in gold, 
representing an officer in the uniform of the Cheva- 
lier Guards, with a star on^iiiis bi'east, and the red 
ribbon of St. ‘Andrew e7i sautoir. The officer’s face 
is stem, but handsome, eminently handsome. He 
has full grey eyes, a lofty brow, a rounded chin, a 
firmly- chiselled mouth, a twisted moustache, daii^ 
curly hair, somewhat inclining to baldness -toward# 
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tlie crown, and a slsort, crisp wltisker invading tlie 
clieeb* And beneath the minmtnre is the initial IT* 
I forgot to state that the story of the Mui'deroiis 
IsclxTostchik does not get into the St. Petersburg 
newspapers* We manage those things better in 
Pussia* 
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IS Demg said or sung now by tbe poet in ordinary 
to the Tycoon of Japan, the bard accompanying 
himself meanwhile, on a mandolin aIl%overed with 
lacquer work Now, in this case, neighbour, I 
would have you not to believe the poets. You may 
trust them— so far as you can see them —when 
they sing about -the skylarks, and rude Boreas, or 
gentle Zephyr, though they are. Soihattmes wide of 
the mark in theirotoithblcgy— ibringing doW their 
game with very long shots feom very long bows— 
and though the late General Eeid would have taught 
them something worth knowing about the law of 
Storma But you really must disregard their pretty 
paradoxical rhymes for once. I will demolish tho 
poets in a trice; for this is Christmas time, and 
having tw-o dinner invitations for the day— I WThati 
throw over the one in Camberwell Grove — I am 
valorous and self^conhdent. Yo sorrow more poia-' 
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naiit tlian tlie remembrance of bappy days in 
misery I How about those who bare never been 
happy at all ? Let me put a case. Here are J emmy 
and Jenny Jessamy going to be mai'ried at tlie ivy- 
grown diurcb. Pipe and tabor, and loud bassoon, 
of course, playing before, Bridegroom^s papa cx'y- 
ing, be doesn’t know why ; bride’s mamma crying 
more plentifully — why, she knows full well. Bride- 
groom’s best man looking very much as though he 
would like to be married himself ^ bridesmaids 
blushing and giggling as though they were of the 
same way of thinking : bride and bridegroom look- 
inir as such vounff couples only <^n look under 
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bmi too ; bnt they avoid liis gloomy lookS;, and Im 

eyes them eriUj. The ^'idower hies him home and 
sits solitary, but with a chastened tencleraess in 
his^ heart, and, perchance, humming fitfully the air 
which his dear dead girl used to sing as she plied 
her knitting on the hassock at his feet. The Trap- 
pist stalks to his monastery, and so into the field, 
whence, after digging for an hour at his own gmye, 
he skulks to hm cell, there, in the society of the 
skull, the hour-glass, and the liomihes of St. Grid- 
iron the Great, to eat his own heart. Which is the 
most miserable man ? He who has possessed and 
lost all but happy memories, or he who has never 
found, and is forbidden to seek, and can look, back- 
ward or forward, but upon a dead level, quite barren 
liopelessy and fodorii ? ’ 

Though sackcloth 'I wear for my sins, and sick- 
ness lay, me by the heel% though the crust of the 
loaf in the cupboard be low, and naught but the 
stjimp of the, ,^eque-boofe remain, I would not 
surrendeiw.no, not pue-^^ the meiw^ries, of^W- 
gon© happy days, and. their remembraaoe iiha^i'lud 
thP gwy horizon, now, and turn the, barley-water 
into Burgundy. Would' you have me think with 
dolour now, because Fortune frowns, of the happy 
days, and nights I have spent? When I first fell 
in love, when I first-but it was Alpha and Omega 
-—heard some one say they loved me ; when I first 
tasted pineapple-ice, heard Grisi, and saw the 
BeUe Jardinih-p of Eafiaelle ! Away, sighera and 
moaners ! Wo imU think of the ternpo Jelice the 




' lSO;OT '' lM0 

happy mm wIibu, our lodging is ort tlie coH 
ground^ ^fshe deepest dungeort beueatli the castle 
3»dai We , will recal tliesc days,’ with - a siroBg 
and courageous hope and faith that the bolts shall 
he.dmWtt, the fetters stricken off, the casti© 
ra:z:ed to the ground, and tlie tyrannical baron ex- 
emplaviJj hanged 1 Yea, and then the happy days 
shall return again, fuller of joy than over 1 

How, I especially hold, neighboui', witli the pre- 
servation of these wholesome remembrances with 
respect to the days of days in our life-calendar— the 
Christmases, For mj own part, I know mj 
Ohristiiaas clays by heart, can tell • them hackwai'ds 
on my flngeis, can ' remember them, -mriaiim from 
the day that I can remember anything at all. 
Many of them meny, some, by Heaven’s' goodness, 
almost inexpressibly happy — some mournful — one 
dark and almost des|)airing, but all remembered well. 

. Some twenty-five Christmas days can I recal 
distinctly, and, were they sad or joyful, they are all 
equally memorable. The very happiest, however, 
had a pleasant sameness about them that would 
move your indignatiop. if narrated. Many of my 
readers, I hope, would like to kiss the same young 
lady ab forfeits for ten years running, yet the ten- 
fold reiteration of the description of the feat would 
be intolerable. Still, two Ohristmaaes find place 
on my bede-roll, which, not being there, would 
' eau^e one British writer' the -less to address yon in . 
this present year 'of graces . They are .-the Christ-' 
maaes I spent at BipciKPixaroM^PSi^MAmE. 




at the idea of youths falliag in ioye before they had 
attained their tw'enty-first year. So, being mj own 
• masterji I straightiyay bii!ie4tnife soniebody else*s e, 
and noted in the lisuabmahner of fbols 
theirbwnfoEy.* ^ 

' y:e$; I was oerfcainly very much m'lbYoiSW 
winter of the eventful year that poor old ILtouis 
Philippe tumbled oE the throne which Ids own 
shuffing had made so slixjpery. I must have been in 
love, because my sweetheart and I i^uarrelied so 
frequently. We had, on one of the gloomiest days 
in liSTovember, a ferocious fall out about an abomin- 
able little Skye terrier of my Lucy% which' was 
always snapjjing at my ankles, and with which— 
meeting the beast alone one day in the passage — I 
had had a few words causing him- lb yelp fearfully. 
jShe rm^ never to ^eafcto me agahi:;:'aiif;‘t1r^nt 
bff to'^aris in a huff ’ " .-'-V '■ - ' 

Of ‘ csourse, we were ' reoonoiied "Very speedily, 
through the medium of the general post — ^in these 
days I believe we should have made it up by tele- 
graph^ — ^nevertheless I could not help sfcop|)ing a 
week or eight days in Pari^ not having seen the 
dear old place since I was a boy at school. The 
time, however, came at last for my rettfrn to Eng- 
land, home, and beauty.’* A very pretty message 
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■ from Beauty, Iierself. intimated tlnat I ms expected 
to dine with Beanty*s papa and mamma on Christ- 
mas day; and December was- growing old, when,, 
one stormy night, I stood shivering in the peculiarly 
uncomfortable waiting*room of the more uncomfort- 
able custom-house at Csesarville, in the county of 
Kent, having just landed — ^if crawling up a ladder 
and on to a slimy quay may be called landing- 
wet, cold, and weary from her Majesty’s Boyal mail 
packet Squidjish 

The moiming of the next day was a glorious one. 
Bright, mnuj, bracing. Sky blue and without a 
cloud, 'Sea dancings and flickepng, and kissing the ■' 
shore like ^ortive girls round a good tempex^ed old 
gentleman. I walked about the toWn, looked at 
the castle, peered up the shaft, glanced at the queer 
little summer-houses nestling far up among the 
chalky heights, and wondered that some . of them 
didn’t tumble down once or twice a week, talked 
to the boatman, lost my hat on the. pier, and gave 
a shilling to a boy in a suit of tarpaulin for running 
after it, went back to the Centurion Hotel” and 
had my breakfast, smoked one of the incredibly 
bad cigars for which C^esarville is iknious, wondered- 
whereabout on the beach Caesar himself landed, and 
whether he came here summd diligerdid as he did 
into Gaul, strolled to the basin, and shook my iBst 
at my old (last night) enemy, her Majesty’s Eoyal 
mail packet Squidjlsh The result of all these per- 
ambulations was, that I missed the morning trains 
one after 'the^ 'other : '' and found ' after 'lunch and ■ 
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same ale— tlie ale is excellent at Gassarville — tBat 
I should hare, to wait till foiii’ p.m. for a traioj and 
that a slow one, to convey me to London. I rather 
like missing trains than otiherwise j it gives you so 
much extra time ; so I had half made np my mind; 
not being due in town till late next day^ to pass 
another twelve hours in Osesarville, whan the foxy 
waiter remarked • that there .tos a coach to St, 
Becketsbury at three^'and that perhaps,. I, .might 
like to see the ^*Kthedrah” 1 wondered, at the 
time, whatever a servitor of an hotel could mean 
by advising a traveller, who seemed able to pay his 
bill, to seek other pastures ; but I am of opinion 
now, either that the foxy waiter was a fool, or that 
he hated the landlord or landlady of the Centurion 
HoteF* with .more than Indian ferocity, and that 
he desired nothing better' than to lure travellers 
away from the good accommodation and neat wines 
of that welh conducted caravanserai. Be it as it 
' may,;: I took his advic#,- and an out^d^ ;^aee by the 
three' b^eioek c<meh to Si v .. - 

• I had never visltedi 'that anaieni' cathedral city, 
and longbd, to do sb. » -'What lover - of , old Snglish 
legends, what student of old English manners and 
customs, would not share my desire t Eamous old 
saintly city of Kent, embosomed in fertile valley, 
girdled in by woody hills and grassy slopes, from 
which run dancing rills I I wanted to see Oogan^s 
Hospital; to find some graybeard who, would point 
out the spots where once stood Hewin and Otchiil 
and Winecheap gate^ and Si Mildred^ postern ; 
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' the' mcimt Wdrthgata with its feajle/* and the 
iftiglity Dane Johia# I thirsted' to behold the ioi- 
mortal “ Oheqnere ■ Inn/* where Ohancer*s pilgrims 
assembled, mingling piety with conviviality, and 
whence, perchance, issued the bacon- fed knaves’* 
whom FalstaiF robbed on Gadshiil j chiefest of all 
I longed to see the glorious cathedral ; and with 
hushed footsteps approach the spot where once 
stood the shrine of the martyred Saint Thomas of 
Becketsbury, And as the coach bore me np and. 
down the steep hills that surge throughout . the 
sixteen miles that He between Osesaryille and St* 

, Bedketshury, ' I ' tried ‘ to recal, 'the -grim scene of 
slaughter as I had read of it of.the,mbnks''’croon** 
ing forth the vesper chaunt in the choir, and the 
two childi‘en rushing up the nave, and telling more 
by gestures than by speech that armed men were 
forcing the gates of the cathedral. . Of the bad 
knights trampling with mailed feet through the 
cloisters, visors drawn over their faces, that were 
blanched as much by terror at the deed they were 
about to do, as by the raging liate that made them 
do it. Tiudiciive Tracy, fiei'ce Eobert Fitz-Eanulph, 
scowling Hugh of Horsea surnamed Manclero, Eo- 
bert de Broc's chaplain, and furious Fitzurse, with 
the axe he had taken from the carpenters, hoarsely 
shouting, Here, here, men 1*’ Of the un- 

daunted archbishop, standing cleiiant on the altar 
steps— the craven ecclesiastics of hk suite— all, save 
Hubert ■ of Merton and' William. Jhtz-Stephm, fled. 

Where is Becket, traitor to 'the kingf* ' Fitzurse ' 
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crying, with hungiy hatchet swinging to and fro. 
Clear and sonant, from the crepnscnlar shade oi 
pillars and arches comes a ypioe — “ Eeginald. here 
I am : Archbishop and Priest of God : no traitor 
What seek you?” Of the last deadly struggle in 
the chapel of Saint Benedict. The horrid blows 
d^t with sword and axe;, the martyr at last— in 
his white rochet, cloak, and hood— falling, his 
hands joined in . prayer, flat on his face on the 
pavement, and with such dignity thah his mantle, 
which extends from head to foot, is not disarranged. 
“ I commend my cause, and the cause of the church, 
to God, to St. Denys of Prance, to St. Alphage, and 
to the saints of the church.” So he falls— 

Deserted in hk utmost ueed^ 

By those Ms fotmer honnty fed, 

On tlie bare earth exposed he lies, 

With not a friend to close his eyes*” 

Bof0U;panm^ ‘ 'And tU mnrdmm ^ 

Bword^ mh6 hm gaping' w<;^und0^ ; md 'mU^'his 
hrmm ' otetr - the wi^clied ' illaiiderc 

(stntiBg' hut a ^oorpse) eryiBg,- m go I let m 
go I the traitor* IS dead — ^he “will rise bo more I” 
ISTot here, O Man cl ere I hut rise again he and 
testify to thj damnation ! 

bt. Becketshurj ! ^ Becketshurj 1” I rej^eated 
as the spanking tits/^ Y^hich, by the ■way, were on 
this occasion more “spanked” themselves than 
spanking, clattered along. At St. Becketsbury 
is tJie tomb of the famous Black Prince. He lies 
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ill tlio cathedral : his marble effigy recumbexit*; his 
arms IiaBging above — 

** His, s-MTord is rust, 

His bones are dust^ 

His ,sonI is Ts^itb the Saints, wo trnst.” 

And over his grave is cast the casual shadow of 
three feathers, that will be ffimous as an historic 
symbof so long as history endures. Curious link 
that binds ^ this old carved tomb in Becketsbnry 
minster with the bloody held of Gressy ; with blind 
King John of Bohemia tying his horse’s bridle to 
that of the knight next Mm, and charging into the 
hot %ht, to be found afterwards in that field of 
carnage, his old, blind face looking very blindly 
to thoMjfe/.oni M$ shield , blajsoned a .plume, of 

to be familiar ever after- 

Bt, Becketsbnry, Bt, Becketsbtiry/’ I kept re- 
peating, exhilarated by the bracing atmosphere, the 
rapid locomotion, and the fumes of some capital 
mporal tobacco I had purchased just before I left 
Paris — I think, too, I must have ^Jiad some money 
in any pocket, which fully ■ accounts for any extan 
exuberance of spirits. Why, I am in the very 
centre of Tom Ingoldsby’s^eliglitfiil legend land I 
I'loi'eabouts must be the churchyard where lay the 
drowned mariner, who pei-sisted after death in 
grinning in a ghastly and unearthly manner to the 
discredit of Bridget ; .not far- frcwn here are the 
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satitl^ to wliicli was wasliecl the skull of Grajdol- 
pliin, kicked (to his own destruction) by tlie wicked 
baron who so imperiously demanded his boots. Hot 
far from here dwelt the Leech of Folkestone, and 
the naughty, handsome sorceress who stuck corking 
pins into waxen images, affected the society of black 
oats^ and was partial to olive-skinned young gentle- 
men , of Spanish extraction. My head began to 
swim with' the wild legends of the chronicler of 
Tappington Everard. I x'aised my ey^ from my 
perch on the box-seat, skyward, as though in quest 
of Madge Gray. and Goody Price, skimming through 
the air on broomsticks ; but then I remembered 
that we were already halfway to St. Becketsbury j; 
and that I should see the “dark entry” to tlie 
Deatfs Yard, .and read the grim N'ell 

Copk.:, how the lark lady from the 
came to see the prior, whom she hailed as tincle ; 
and how the inftmiaCed cook put the poker and the 
tongs in that fair lady’s bed, and ultimat€?ly made a 
wprdW Jf with r.doctpPs . stuff citing 

which, hPth the prior and^lis nteeh 'dlea''*hombiy. 
How, at the, fuaeml''Of the 

yhe sacristan, Belaid no word to indicate a doabt, 

■ But lie put Ms thumb up to his nose, anil spread his fingers 
out.’’ 

How, centuries after, the skeleton of Hell Cook 
w'as discovered under a flagstone in the “dark 
entry,” whei’C-she had been buried alive by the 
cruel monks, with, a piece of the fatal’ yardeti pie 
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beside ber ; bow tbe masons who disentombed ber 
reriiains all came to a bad end : two were Imnged 
at Tjbnm-tree for murdering of tbe third ; 

** Ana one got burnt, and one got drowned, and one beyond the 

Got scraped todeatb with oyster- shells, 'among the Caribbeesd’ 

-And bow tbe ghost of Kell Cook has haunted the 
“dark entry” eyery Friday night since, to, the dis- 
may of the maid-servants who are sent oT)it.Q.t nine 
o’clock for the Dean’s snpper-beer/’ 

Ail these things I thought of, and all these visits 
I intended to pay. As it so fell out, however (and 
has fallen ont a good many times in this narrator’s 
life), no part of my intention was fulfilled That 
same slpp, Good Intent, A 1, copper-bottomed, and 
registered at a mental Lloyd’s, was, before the day 
was out, wrecked and stranded, hard and fast at 
Bhrimpington-super-Mare. 

For I must needs leave the coach at Daiseybf idge, 
six miles from St. Becketsbury, just to pay a fiying 
visit to Shrinipington, designing to walk afterwards 
to the Cathedra] city, and so take train. The clay 
was so fine and bracing, you see. Shrimpington 
is quite discernible from the summit of Daisey- 
bridge hill, being, indeed, but two miles distant 
ilicrefrom ; btit I did not pay my fiying visit to it 
on foot. To tell the truth, there sat be.side me 
outside the coach a worthy farrier, in a drab shoot- 
ing-Jacket and light ^ hords, who gave md'suoh'a 
glowing description of Shrimp%ton--he 4id not ’ 
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in tlie least mean, it to be entbnsiastic— as one of 
the queerest places you ever, set eyes on — 'Hhe 
last village made after the .fiood^ and then only half 
finished’’ — that I snuffed game at otice^ and mur- 
mured; mentally, '' For Shrimpington, ho 1 ” The 
farrier, who was a most conversational person, 
would not heat* of my walking to Bhrimpington ; he 
had a light cart, hfe mare 

, ** Biiik'^‘’^-w*particulat*s ofwhoi^ life, edu- 

cation, and mannei%, and of her former olvner, the 
butcher, and penultimate proprietor, the cooper, he 
was good enough to give me in full — waiting for 
him at the ‘^Willing Mind” Inn, Daiseybridge j so, 
after moderate refection at the last-named esta- 
blishment, I, the farrier, and my portmanteaii, wei'e 
all rattling in the light cart, after the black mare, 
down the break-neck hill which led into the valley 
of chalky meadow, in the centre of which — a ring 
of white chalk, round it-— -lay Shrimpington, like a 
toy 'Qbneva ^atch in ,a, big^, dusty hand.’ 'all 
beyond' the wintry sea,,, , ^ 

t elept, that, night,- Mead/* 

Bhrimpington, and I, awoke ihe next. mo.ttefeg ii| as 
fine an access of rheumatic gout as a man of indif- 
ferent constitution could well desire. It may be 
that the sheets were not aired : it is certain that I 
foi’got to put the looking-glass into bed, previous to 
getting 111 myself, according to my usual custom, 
for the farrier had betaken himself to singing senti- 
mental songs dur-ing the evening, and we were 
rather late. It may have been 'the bracing, ‘ air, 


ow 'blti.'fc diawm^* . A^, »ll I ^^'dowo. 

’y^itk th^, to mj heart’s; content^ and 

laj groaniBg, for ’five days* , I t#,ol£'’ to IroboMilg 
abo«i|te town, after that, with, a slide ; but I was ^ 
»0 longer iu a burry to reach Loudon* I had been 
w^p^U^d to 82)^fMl ChTistiaaB'day at ShviMpi'tiyton^ 
and there was the oldest of scratches to pay not a 
]inndr(id miles from Mbrniugtou Crescent « Sir : 
no further communication from you %Yiil recei^^e 
the slightest attention, from yours obediently, Lucy,” 
This was the sort of hilht doux I had to cheer, me 
during ui.y bdnyfelesceiace. -Wd neveiv.ina^® 

' Wiilltmj'Mwttrd it'osehy, of thiLohdoB-amAWest- 
^niinstef "B»irk/.w, ho -hated and ^w’as.'.JealoiB,pf me, 
told het*^I afterwards disooYered" — th^tB:-was seen, 
danciiig at the Balle Talentino, Karis, on the very ■ 
day I wrote .to -het' to say, that 1 was -lying, in- ex- ; 
cruciating agonies-, . in • bed, at Shiiinpington* ■ I 
must have correspondents there, she sakl — vile 
creatures, who abet you in your wucked, wicked 
subterfuges” she called them in her concluding 
epistle, dated Wednesday. She didn’t have h^'oseby 
after all, but married a Mr. Gheale, and went to 
Canada. The climate is very sharp there, I be- 
lieve, and I hope Cheale’s bones have benefited 
thereby, and that Welsh flannel and opodeldoc are 
as dear as turtle ’soup 'is Jiere. . . 

I have done with an unpleasant subject, and can 
now devote mysolf wholly to ■ Shritnpingtdp* After 
all, it took at least fifty per cent, away from the 
dolour of the rheumatism, to redeot, upon the 
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geimilio kindness and sjmpatliy I experienced from 
the worthy people who kept the house; In many 
country places, my moustache — a vanity I then 
affected, hnt which has sinee^ I rejoice to say, come 
away in patches, like the hajir from a trunk that 
has been kept in the daimp— might have cr*eated, 
at the outsetj, a . prejudice a^inst :^me ; hut the 
Shrimpingtonians were a sea-going . race, were 
alway^,j^|aving friends. ^pd. rp}atives;Comj?g. lioin© 
from "^furrin parts,” very much bronzed, and with 
IKodigious quantities of Irnir on their fices, and 
had rather a partiality for outlandish folks’^ 
than otherwise. I was outlandish enough for them, 
in all conscience, I am sure that if Mr. Whelks, * 
of the Godwin^s Head” — formerly a channel 
pilot — had been my father; if Mrs. Whelks, some 
time cook and housekeeper to Squire Gervoise, of 
the Priory, had been my mother ; and if Amy 
‘Whelks, aged seventeen, their only and blooming 
child, had been my sister, or — well I out with it— 
my sw^t|ieaTt, they pould not hayp shpwn me, more 
attention^ or taken inone;|?f» pi 
Shrimpington-super-Mare had been a1^„^one time 
a fishing and shipping port of some consequence : 
•one of the Onze ports, indeed ; and there were 
legends that at some remote period of time it had 
been a borough, returned members to Parliament, 
and had rejoiced in a mayor and corporation. But 
I suppose the M» and C. had niisbehavcd tliemselres 
during some epoch of our history— perhaps refused 
to lend the king money — and the irate sovereign 



h'ad'takeE' 0r'Mj ctertet/ '■ Iiide^sd' iKero .wera 
Wo' rlclcaty^ Mgiag^ ■ storeys of ci^umMiEg'' 
bricky witli stone dressings, OTer tba market as 
the damp little cavern supported by corrugated 
beaiEs', where a few vendors of fish and vegetables 
a^i^mbled at their stalls every Saturday morning, 
was called; and this, still according to tradition, 
had once been the tovvn-halh I persuaded the 
shaky old man who kept the kej’^s of this deserted 
abode of bygone municipal glories, to allow me to 
asceiid the rotting stairs, and peep into the dilapi- 
dated chambers. There was one room in tolerably 
good repair; where Squire Gervoise and the Eeverend 
Mr. Cobbum, ordinarily called Parson Cobbum, sat 
in, p^tty sessions when there was anything to ’ad- 
judicate upon in Bhrimpington, ciYilly, or criminally, 
which was but seldom. There was another room,, 
with collector of the port ” painted on the door ; 
but as there was no longer any port, or anything to 
collect, save mud, shingle, and stale fish, the great 
community of rats had long since held undisturbed 
possession of it. And there was a long low apart- 
ment underneath the roof, with blank windows 
reaching to the floor, and set close together, like 
holes that had been hastily glazed with any odd 
panes of horn lanterns or scraps of bottle-glass that 
came handy ; an apartment in a generally woful 
condition, and which always gave me the impression 
•thattlie tt|)St'a!rs rbom'in Temple Bar must-be its' 
twin brother. _ '■ '■ 

This dreary chamber, from whose damp ceiling 
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tlie wry cobwebs dropped off in despair at the ez- 
ceeding moisture, was cumbered with odds and 
ends, through which I should hare dearly liked to 
rummage, and all of which I connected with the 
defunct importance of phvimpington when it \Yas a 
borough. There were great scales and weights all 
rusted and bent about, there wbre dismantled balus- 
trades^^ and legiess,^' infefaridlb»s':'d«l»ks j ' rolls of 
Wize, ^irMoh iff’ th#'’'fbw’^^te .''where 
colour at all existed, sliowed a dull ciimson, and 
tied with rotting cord. These rolls of baize had, 
pez'chance, been laid down when foreign notabilities 
— great barons and puissant seignors — had lauded 
at ShrimpingtoB, and walked to the town-hall, to 
be entertained by the mayor and corporation. But 
what mostly interested me were the huge rolls of 
nagged paper and worm-eaten parchment moulder- 
ing away peaceably in corners amid heaps of those 
indefinablo scraps of rubbish which always seem to 
aocuWulite, beaten ^kpows’fropaL^' whence,- 


am3avi£ , 'tbkt ’fbdsh,'/® 'rWgh 
draughts' of that addresses to 

the' great people who' liad 'viailed Sbriihpiugtbn in * 
the days of its grandeur, if it had ever had any 
grandeur. From some of the rat-gnawed parch- 
ment scrolls I could discern tatters of ribbon fur-, 
tively peeping, to which were attaolied lumps of ' 


decaying matter, which had once been seals. *^Tlius 


yums the way of the world/^ I said to myself : it 
is not such a very glaring improbability to believe 
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tfestit li€r of blessed mtoory, 

ftay bst?e yisited Sbrimf ijagtqja ; mj^ in this veij 
room she maj have held a temporary court, iu order 
to ^ touch for tli^ evil,’ and have hung pieces of 
angel gold about the necks of fisher children. The 
corporation presented her with a loyal and dutiful 
address, and she returned a gracious answer — 
entombed among yon mouldering debris. What 
does it matter now ? the words of, fulsomeness, the 
ink almost expressed from them, lie there as futilo 
as old iove“lettei:s.'’ So, thus moralizing, I left the 
place. '> v- . 

I ^ ,fo have hi^look at the 

It was. the woebegone excavation, full of mud 
and fishy refuse, you ever'* saw. Thera was a brig, 
with a broom at her masthead, which had been for 
sale for the last quarter of a century : but the 
inhabitants of Bhrlmpington had at least shown 
some common sense by imanimously refusing to 
buy her during that period of time. They had 
farther displayed some of the wisdom of the serpent 
by purloining tlie major portion of her timbers for 
firewood ; and she lay now high and dry upon the 
mud, a very ghastly wooden skeleton to view. 
Some old wherries gone ..to irrevocable seed plashed 
in the scant , puddleB where there was any water ; 
high tide, though it must have occurred at its 
statf hever^ greeted mj eyes in Shrimp^ 
eith%t.extem% of’t|ie hqleface^ 
tiourff ^ thete jutted but 

^eawgrd a orag?:pier^ shp^yi^'oijt a cobweb frame- 
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work of timbers, black, turned uji witlTgreen, and 
finished off with seaweed and barnacles, the ia, 
terstices of the timbers themselves being filled with 
jagged stones. The piers, albeit stunted, and the 
planks that formed their platform gone to an oozy 
decay, were solid enough in their foundations. Only 
those yersed in the early chronicle of the Onze 
Ports could tell how long they had stoqd there, 
their bMps washed by the pbltmacipus Waye^mow 
angry, now imploring, like a passionate woman at 
the feet of an obdurate and immoyeable man; Yes 
sea, yoti wash away landmarks, bear away cliffs’ 
submerge ohurehes, engulf whole towns and villages'; 
but you are to be vaiiqnisJied sometimes. The 
inai'ble blodcs that Trajan fenced the harbour of 
OivitaVcochia withal, yet defy the treacherous en- 
croaching blue ; and many a gaunt old Pharos yet 
stands Hashing its torches mockingly in the crested 
waves, and laughing their fury to scorn. 

There was jilenty of beach at. Sbrimpi^igton, and, 
about .,a mile from jier,' ’plenty 

grim; dWky.Bplan#ftomj,>li^ ji^ight^ 
would, care to hapg tbv^M^r's^pifUt-ebbj^-mews’ 
nests, and crowned with a ragged wig of g&y-green 
herbage. .On the east clifli-the town itself lying 
in the valley— was Shrimpington old chnrcli, an ' 
humble fabric of shard and shingle, but immensely 
old, originally a temple of Neptune, erected by 
Alexander «everus, destroyed by the Danes, par- 
tially rebuilt by Ethelred the Unready, finished by 
the King Stephen whose nether habiliments cost 
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Spaayshe kjBge’s Galleon ^Amotj Oaridad/ A^Dv 
WBSr whose body was afterwards recognised by 
the sole survivor from tlie wracks Luis^ his faithful 
blaoke boye/' A store of moidores was, I prosunie, 
sent froxnr Spain by some disconsolate Inez or 
Ximena, to raise this,:M 0 iiument to the drowned 
Hidalgo- : new moro or be 
Inflamed'bf #yes 'llanelng dw^fan j, never 

ip'ore to. bold rop4a4%i^^;or 'itr^ 

oomnnendatofes. ' ’Tery d^d,;tIiis'''dro^ne4;Pon 

pass over the innlimerable tablets to divers worthy 
squires, from the times of Edward lY. downwards, 
all of the Gervoise line, and lords of this manor of 
Shrimpingtom East they all in peace, they and tho 
recumbent figure of Dame Patience Gervoise, very 
loving wyfe of Sir Ohaimcey Gervoise, called of ye 
goldenne ai*me ’^ — wbyl- — who lies under a riohiy| 
carved Gothic c^opy, whitewashed, of Oourse* ' Shq^ 
died en emches, poor woman, , and the little marble 
6#|y;'bf}ier stilbborli -baby 'nestles on /her breast. 

! ih0'ql4oWreh*.;;Aio|ig!?^ei 

aMsml ’to‘ the ’ bekoib^ * !?% ' f * 

line* of quaint old hbtises^sp4o of IheT^liiitie more 
■than ’ hovels— timbe'f’ ' iix&, ^|albles forming 

frontage, and <^refully' tarred in every plank. ' They 
were all extx'emely fishy All, through their doors 
perpetually on the jar, offered the same perspective 
interior of crockery, dried sea- weed, tobacco-smoke, 
well-scrubbed floors sanded, deal tables, and chil- 
more or less accoutred in aalbsmelling tar- 
p^uHn, One or tw‘o 'houses were pretentions, and 
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soil spmag' abiiadant drops of iiader-^ganBeats? him 

si^rlped jOicb^# -fluttorfsMg fpai * polos^* driod fei 

rodfc :>*■' 

; .% 'haVo. iflille' to ^ay coocerBiag tho adult maritiiao 
^|>iul«di6a *%f Slirlrapiiigtoa. They were, I was 
giveu to understaucl, soniewimt of a Itizij geiiei’ation, 
and looked upon tlie neigliboiiring. workhouse more 
in the light of a caravanserai, with .nothing to pay, 
.devised for the use of them and tlxcir heirs for ever, 
than as an abode of pauperism. , They were not 
very epur^geons, eitlier/’at^Sbidiripmgton s.ni 
though \!aoi • at betimes/' to.;a-qtiiet bodt of 
smuggliitg, «d' feujoying^ rather m unenviable^ 
tationas wreekers, th^y never dvinoed any paHioidar 
desire to ' man the life-boat/’ or to respond ' to ' the 
appeal, of guns signalling distress. They fshed, and 
mended their nets, and cured some of their finny 
game, seldom fought, and drank a. thin, vsour beeiy 
known as civil/’ and when their children were 
fractious, forbore to smack them,, but gave them 
coppers, and, in default of the circulating medium, 
oyster-shells. ' ; ^ ' 

Some of these saline stoics had olive comidexions, 
glittering eyes, and long, lissome blue-black hair ; 
and ‘Some, odd names' existed 
■Ebdf ic-H Higgles, ' Qnmini% ,and Alvneye,^ |t;^ge8- 
,tiW^ df Eodrigues,' Miguels, ^Qt^a^'^and 
.A.W»rteg‘pf -a certain ’:plwp--callpd- 
The folkloi:»eiOf .Sbrlmplnitl^n 
^ shipwi'ceW Sfwiah; ifoeed allowed 
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to fom a doloB j liere^ after tlie dispersion of tlie 
Spanisli Arxnada, and Itacl insensibly been absorbed 
atnong tbe Jutes and Angles. From this you may 
judge that they were a pacific race, idle and un- 
enterprising, who gave the relieving-officer more 
trouble than^ the xuftal policenian* They were 
grossly Ignorant, and almost incredibly superstL- 
tious* ^.(Jhosts\and and, wljieii 
the ajirange , wanderer ,, half- 

impostor — who called himself Sir Edward Gour- 
tenaj, disturbed the countryside about Bi Beckets- 
bury with his mystical pranks, and was at length 
slain by the soldiers — after himself shooting a 
gallant young officer to death- — Blmmpington num- 
bered more than one enthusiast who made pil- 
grimages to, the dead-house where the corpse of the 
mad mountebank lay, with kerchiefs which they 
Tainlj prayed to be allowed to dip in his blood. 

'Don’t tMnk I learned, all this by personal obser- 
yaiipn, or in<|uiry. I too '.sorely,,! brboded : 

tod Irfqnehtly on that young Mpeirsoh^'Off^r ^pni|ng« 
ton Orescent, ^.;,y?ander 

, chief informant-: my. , priinb jchsoh.iofe - my inex^ 
haustible talking giiide-bopk,; waS,;'Mr, Prawnbj^, 
the jeweller, of Jfo. 7, in the' High-Street. . _ 

Which was no more like a High Street than I 
am like, the Emperor of Siam, but it was called the 
** High Street,” and shall haye its title. Such a 
breakneck little thread of a semi-blind alley I the 
tarred cabins of the cliif turned another way, and 
'diversified here and there by a mean little brick 






house, with a projecting of blaciieneS tiaiber 

aboye the gi*ound floor. There were the hntcliere 
shcp» Mr* the 'gre6ngr<^dr% two '■ haters 

both opposition, and hating each other cordially — 
they had rbarried sisters; the hosier and linen- 
draper^s, the blacksmith’s — my friend the farrier, 
by the way, and the noisiest man in the little town 
— the milliner’s, she was not by any means the 
loye-Iorn old maid yon usually find under similar 
circumstances, 'but a jolly widow, with a tribe of 
children. The bookseller’s, his wife was^ a stay- 
maker; the tailor’s, he sold ironmongery and hearth- 
brooms ; the chemist’s, half his shop was devoted to 
the retail confectionery business ; the ship chandler’s, 
he had a sack of sea biscuits, a coil of rope, and a 
sou’wester hat at his door, in case any distraught 
ship, with an ancient mariner aboard and an alba- 
tross hung about his neck, -should turn up on those 
forsaken shores, and’ should need chandlery ; but 
his hopes seemed long since to have been on the 
wane, and so he had thi’own himself into the 
^^hame,” or cart-horse collar business, with an 
energy which had somehow stopped half-way, and 
then struck off at a tangent, resulting in tailor’s 
trimmings. I need not enumerate all the shops — 

I have named enough, perhaps, ah’eady : humble, 
poorly-fumished little haraques they were, mostly, 
and inspired you with , the notion that stock-taking 
at Christmas wmiild not be a very difficult task to 
their prdprietbtlL"; 'Soin%;few''hpns4s of a little more , 
pretension specked’ tho'clduljle'ilihe of cabins like 
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plums iu a pudding. There was the Methodist 
Chape! — 'Eeverend Jahez Fishtail^ mmistcr : tliere 
“was the lawyer’s big brass plate, as usual; there 
-was JMiss Twigg’s boarding and day school for young 
ladies ; and there w^as the doctor’s— the real medical 
man of tfee . Quinnitigfcoh. ,His was 

a pretty, iittie' at the "very top of tlie 

town, wliite, with .green “^emndahs, a garden behind 
and a^shtubbery before, the nattiett,. <|’heeiful 
house in Bhrimpingtoii-superrBf are; 

As for my friend — he ultimately became my 
friend — Mr. Prawiiby, he appeared to sell eveiy- 
thing. Ho was ostensibly a jeweller and ^vatcli- 
inaker : — was so in name, on his shop cornice ; but 
there was' a covert insinuation of money lent/’ and 
a faded painting of three golden balls on a , glass 
door; and to- tell the truth, the Sluimpingtonians 
being indolent, ..impoverished; and improvident, his 
brisk<^t business was in tliQ pawnbroking line. But 
his commercial attributes did not stop Jiere. He 
s<)ld .^uadran-H sextants, 

and binnacles..' ; -He a ' shOrW of 

wretohedly'-executedoii andbnt-afTf«hion 

engravings, printed from, almost worn-out plates. 
You could buy birdcages at Mr, Prawnby’s. He 
had a neat , stock of pious books in very gay binding. 
He tempted your eyes .with beach-pebbles set as 
bracelets and necklaces, and with landscapes foimied 
by variously-coloured sand, iu bottles. He -was the 
sole agent for Dellacrusca’s delicious nux vomica 
farinaceous food, for old Doctor Mephibosheth’s 
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Mr. Prawjibj and I were jSriii allies for upwards 
of a fortniglit. My first Tisit to Mm was to obtain 
a new watcMkey ; and I found Mm so conversa.” 
tional, tBat^ after that, scarcely a morning passed 
without my dropping in at Ids emporium^ and 
having a quiet chat with him. He was a bachelor, 
and had neither Idth nor kin ; and, without being 
a misanthropist, had a settled mistrust in and dislike 
for the present times. There was no good in 'em,” 
he said, emphatically. were too fast for 

him. He couldn’t keep up with ’em, not he, *and 
he didii’t mean to try. And it was his belief, sir (he 
said this with a withering sneer), that everything 
was done now-a-days by steam.” I suggested,^ 
humorously, that perhaps marriages were done by 
steam too, and without wedding-rings, for I observed ^ 
that he had not taken one off the card that held the 
half dozen. He sighed, and admitted that little 
Barney Lypscombe — who, only a year ago, was a 
pedlar — had opened a working jeweller’s shop down 
town, was under-selling him in wedding-rings, and 
was driving a“ roaring trade. But not much louder 
than a sucking doVe' could any trade have roared in 
eighteen hundred and forty-eight in Bhrimpington- 
super-Mare. 

The wind roared loud enougdi, ho%yeverj the day 
I left the desolate jdace, and came away quite 
strong and w^ell. I passed lir. Prawnby’s ‘ware- 
house, took a parting glass wdth Mm at the Kings 
and Key,” the second hostelry in Shiiinpington j I 
had had a parting glass, and a parting kiss loo, 
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, 'from somebody at 'tie' Godwin’s ."Head*”' The 
W'ind howled very dismally, and moaned a bleak 
farewell, as I entered the same kind-hearted farrier’s 
light cart, drawn by the same spirited mare, Bukey, 
'whicli was to bear nm to Baisybridge Bridge, to 
meet the coach for St. Becketsbury. I felt very 
sad, and almost felt inclined to murmur the lines 
from the verse book — 

When I left thy shores, 0 Kaxos, 
hTot a tear in sorrow fell— . 
hfot a sigh or faltered accent 
Spoke my bosom’s last arewelL 

Yet my heart sank chill within me, ' 

And I waved a hand as cold, 

When I thought thy shores, 0 Naxos, 

I shonld never more behdld.’y . 

’Twas but an amphibious little corner of , the earth ; 
yet I felt grieved to leave it SomehoW;, one doesn’t 
like saying farewell to anything. 

But I was to behold hTaxoS’— Shrimpington-super- 
Mare — once more. I was there last Christmas. 
Came there, too, again in my way from Csesarville 
to St Becketsbury, but this time by design. Took 
the coach at Csesarviile on purpose, and alighted at 
Baisybridge Hill, round whose once solitary ale- 
house a dozen neat new villas now clustered : heard 
that the farrier was a contractor on the Otaheitan 
Bailway, and that I shouldn’t know Bhrimpington 
again, and walked manfully down the decliyitous 
chalk way to the town of the extinct corporation. 
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Yerilj, I scarcely did know Blnimpington again, 
I had been away nine years. My Iieart, if not my 
hair, had grizzled and grown lean. There was no 
more shouting for tlje summer fruits or the harvest 
for me, no more singing among' the vineyards and 
the treaders. I had served my apprenticeship to 
life, and had ground down my face to stern journey- 
work. The days and the years followed fair and 
foul, sunny and stormy, with a dreary exactitude, 
,yet.no two alike*' Harvmts' bf :hope-, ^nd vain 
imaginings had become a heap in the days of grief, 
and of desperate sorrow, and I had reaped the ears 
of experience with my arm. 

So, three times three — the years of an hireling- 
had passed, and I stood once more by the sounding 
sea, older, sadder, richer only in regrets. But 
Bhrimpington-super-Mare, how had the nine years 
used her ? Us^ her i They , had petted, coddled, 
made much of, metanSUrphosed, turned her shi^imp-. 
like head with vanity. Hold me down while I 
write the wprds^Mrim|ungtomsupef-Mwe'’ had 
become; a I , -iAn- 

nuals had turned this salt-water <^kysalis into the 
very gaudiest, of butteriiai >' It’"app»fs' that old 
Squire Gervoise of the Priory, a fox-hunting con- 
servative, new-fangled-inventiorf ’ hating landed 
gentleman, had died during the year following my' 
departure from Shrimpington, and that his family 
had availed themselves of tho' circumstance to bury 
him. Then there came down from Loiidon, having 
previously sold out of one of her Majesty^s Life- 
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Oirroise, who, to. aps' his owe irtgotoa's loeatiohi 
“ weat in” for, improvemeat " like one o^6sk.” He 
was a treraeaclously tall young fellow, ■with a snper- 
almiidanee of animal spirits, the most liheial use of 
'\rliioh he had made hitherto in the society of prize- 
fighter’s, horse-jockeys, and dog-fiiuoiers ; but tho 
wliim took him now— as I am delighted to say it 
takes many of our young noblo.s in tho present day 
— to utilisB his animal sjiirits in doing, some sort of 
good everyw’here about him, in tho most rapid and 
muscular manner. He commenced by half pulling 
down the manor-house j but then, on the other 
hand, he pulled ■ up Shrimpington •wonderfully. 
Three-fourths of the tarred cabins had disappeared] 
and their place on the w^t cliff was supplied by a 
row of white houses— -the very counterpart, in a 
spick aud.span new form, of Dr. Quinningtoh’s up 
town, all with verandahs, bright green doors, and 
brighter gi-een knockers, and dignified by the name 
of the Grand Parade. A Grand Parade at Shrimp. 
ington-super-Maro j nei-o were haihing-mackines 
on ihe leach — ladies’ machines and gentlemen’s 
machines. They were building a boat-house, 
assembly-rooms, and bazaar ; Alurod Ibbetson Gor- 
voise, Esq., chairman of the committee. The mil- 
liner called herself modiste and mantle-maker, and 
had six young .'iady,, assistants, who woi-e crinoline 
an||the^ hair, d ia, Mufmiie. There .were four 
chehiists, who sdld ■ Nothing but doctors’ staff j and 
the post-office was nb:foi^,'at the gpOcer’%' but had 
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a little house to itself* The doctors had luuliiplied 
wonderfully. Old Dr. Qumnington, though he still 
resided ii£ the pkce^ and enjoyed a comfortable 
practice, was voted old-fashioned ; and the crack 
physician was Doctor ToiSP, from London — the famous 
Doctor TojSP, you know, who attended tire Cochin- 
Chinese Ambassador, Fowlien Eooster, when he had 
the measles.' \.Thehe;wa^''^,liBrafy oniheEsplauade. 
The JBspIanade 1 They were running a new pier 
out from the east cliJT; at the two extremities of 
which it was proposed to place a flagstaff, a camera 
obscura, two real cannon, a summer-house, a photo- 
graphic studio, and goodness knows what besides. 
Government was to be. plagued and Parliament 
petitioned to do something for the port, w'hich was as 
muddy as ever, and slightly shunned by the visitors, 
and sanguine hopes were entertained by some of the 
town’s-people — the townVpeople ! — of deposing the 
head-horough or the high-constable, whichever he 
may have been, and getting back — if they ever had 
one— a charter ' of. incorporation, with a mayor, 
aldermen, town-cdtihdfirbrs, «ilid fednonrs. , 

The old church had gone quite But'bf date, and there 
was some thought ' of , pulling it down. There was 
an Evangelical Episcopal chapel, and a High CJnirch 
toyshop, intensely Piiseyite, and full of ecclesiolo- 
gical playthings. There w^as a Baptist’s meeting- 
house, and the Mormons, even, were reported to 
have a chapel in Mrs. Wigsby’s first-floor back«|r-the 
tobacco and snuff shop. In place of the old, 'Tazy, 
lounging, quiet, Ashy inhabitants, was an anomalous ^ 
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ijmeii— (there were, 
fys with live horses) — donkeys, bath-chairs, foot- 
^pages, ‘ tttirsery-naaids, and watering-place dandies. 
Dandies at Slirimpington 1 There was a libraiy and 
a mnsio shop, with real harps and cabinet piano- 
fortes glittering through the plate-glass windows. 
Miss Twigg no longer took day scholars j her semi- 
nary wasS now a Collegiate Institute j” and there 
were two other boarding-schools for young ladies in 
the subuid:)s. For Slirimpington had suburbs ; vistas 
of villas, Hew Eoads, Yictoria Roads, London Roads, 
and what not. The wretched little outlying hamlet 
of Scaley wort, where, in my time, were btit a beer- 
shop, a blacksmith’s forge, and half-a-do5:en hovels, 
was now promoted to be Donstanyille, where, in 
Birchmore Orescent, Dr. Broomback saw his young 
friends after the vacations at Bamboo HouBe : he 
combined hydropathic treatment with a liberal edu- 
cation, and .a system of discipline based on, moral 
suasion, and the sons of gentlemen only could be 
received. He sternly refused to take Eurbidge, tfie 
actor’s son, whereupon Burbidge sent him to Eton, 
where Doctor Goodfoi'd was delighted to receive 
him. In Oaneington Grove, Mrs. Warmum had 
her preparatory school for young gentlemen. There 
was a French master and also an Italian .master 
resident in Shnmpington ; a teacher of the German 
language, who had lost a leg at the siege ‘of Comorn ; 
and a professor of the pianoforte and singing, who 
was supposed to be a iiia|!|uis in his own 'country, 
ahd made desperate We 4b Miss'Twigg, 'Monsieur 
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Kifcti, of the rojal operas and tlie nobility’s balls 
came over from St. Becketsburj, and established 
himself as a professor of dancing and calisthenics. 
To cap and crown all these achievements, Doctor 
Toff had discovered that the old Mussel Well, which 
Imd existed time .offt' mitsctd jn -Widow ' Skatesly’s 
back garden, Imif-way, /l^^jrfeen Shrimpington and 
^ Meywort, wfts » chalybeate, sprlpg, of great virtne 
in the treatment of almost every human' ^ment. 
It was saline, alkaline, feri-uginous, all ' 

People said that Doctor Toff' jmrchased a lot'bf old 
keys and rusty barrehhoops, and threw them .down 
the well, to render the- water nasty j be that, aa it 
may, Doctor Toff wrote a thin book, . hot-pressed, 
about the Mussel Spring of Shrimpington-super- 
Mare, which was published by Mr. Churchill, of 
Princes Street, Soho, London, and enthusiastically 
reviewed in the “ Shrimpington Gazette and Fashion- 
able Intelligencer,” which Pybus, the printer, had 
r^tly started, Th^ of a .railway 

bet-irein St. Beeketebuai7>'a»d’-;% hwrif'^iiriEg- 
place. They Sf dr'^% a mnsio- 

hali, a museum ; rf er&lia^.a siatue.to Squire Ger- - 
voise. They built'an Elizabethan watchbox, brick 
with ragstone facings, for a vestry-hall. They built 
a commodious police-station, in lieu of tbo old cage 
behind the market. They defied the Pope of Homo 
on the platform, and in the columns of the “Shrimp- 
ington Gazette.” They had a German hand, and a ' 
livery-stable keeper, who let out saddle-horses, on 
which young ladies rode in flowing habits, cavalier 
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Jiate, dpesfein trouseraj and Tarnislied boots with, 
militaiy beels and tiny spurs. The “ Godwin’s 
Head” w'as converted into a " first-class” hotel, built 
in the Italian style, and there were half-a-dozen 
more inns, and many more publicjbouses than were 
needed. Still Shrimpington hadn’t a halfpenny 
■worth of commerce beyond the' contents of a few 
fishing-boats. The major portion of the fish con- 
sumed came down from London, now. She pro- 
duced nothing, manufactured nothing. Squire Ger- 
voise, Doctor Toff, and Hine Years, had done it all ; 
and had played the very dickens with Shrimpington- 
supisJfwFe.;,,,. 

.. '.And the.few years-r-the few years that had gone 
before— -how had they affected the watchmaker and 
jeweller’s shop, Ho. 7 : in the High Street,, and Mr. 
Hmwnby, the bald-headed proprietor- t|iereof? Alas 
and alaek ! the times had been too swift for the old 
man— —had swept him quite out of his quaint, lowly 
Warehouse, with its heterogeneous contents. Barnett 
Lypscombe, .silversmith and jeweller, by appoint- 
ment to his Serene Excrescence the Grand Duke of 
Sohaffsfcopfshausen-Sigmaringen, now reigued in his 
stead. Gorgeous cases of rings, jewelled watches, 
emerald brooches, diamond pins, blazed in the 
polished window front. There were race-cups and 
christening-goblets, snufl:-boxe3 and fiisces of spoons, 
and forks of vermeU and of the king’s and the 
fid(Ue pattern. But for aU that, Mr, Barnett- 
whilom Barney— L«scombe carried on the pawn- 
broking business irath great activity and success 
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through the back door in Shire Lane, round the 
corner. 

Mr. Prawnby, now very old and broken, had 
quietly subsided into one of the few houses with the 
gable towards the .street which remained in Slirimp- 
ingfeon. He dwelt with an extremely deaf house- 
keeper, living upon a small atouity which he had 
purchased on selling his stock and business to Mx\ 
Lypscombe— finding the Times and Steam too much 
for him. I discovered the old man in liis I'etreat, 
and was 2>leased to find that ho recognised me, and 
was as chatty as of yore. I stayed a whole w’eek in 
Shiiinpington, sternly repudiating, however, the 
quondam Grodwins Head,” now the Sir Pevohs 
Hotel : and put up at the '' Kinm PT.rl « 
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Wiiicir grain of salt^ I beg to obsei’ve, is, under no 
circumstances, to be placed on Hobin Kedbreast’s 
tail, with a view to liis capture. I sliould like to 
see anjbodj attempting sucb a liberty with inj 
bouseliold bird wltli tlia red stomacber.” 

I Want to know, quite deserting ornitbplogy, as 
yoxi shall see, if there exists any invention, any 
delicate and elaborate device, any running tapestried 
warp or woof, any marvel of patient human handi- 
work, from the Peacock throne at Delhi to St. 
Cathbert’s missal in the British Museum, that can 
equal in beauty and delight, and in a thousand joys, 
that wondrous amalgam, a Px'etty Girl 1 What a 
glorioi:is mystery she is, what a concentric puzzle, 
what a competition-defying, rival-maddening, first- 
rate article ! And mind — I don^t require any 
answer to my question, now that I have posed it 
I will quarrel with any man, and say cutting things 
to^ any lady, who' answers it; ,for I have' ’a1 ready- 
registered., .a triumphant reply ip the negative. 
Don't tel! ’fee I Tak^^iyay your_]l?’asmyth’s steam- 
hammers and Wyon's die-sinking machines ; take 
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away yonr Jacquard looms and Trotinan's anchors; 
take them to the dockyards and factories. They 
are ingenious inyentions ; and you may patent them, 
and go to law about the infringement of th^atents, 
till you are eaten., u|> with equitf# The 
is to Tfie the perfection of mechanism ; all 
resources-heightened and' doydoped^ by. all 
of art ; the only successful instance on record of 
painting the lily and gilding refined gold* Taka 
her> full front and back hair, sideways, lengthways, 
yeiticaliy, horizontally, she is a thing of beauty and 
a joy for ever. From the topmost ifiixme of her 
absurd yet ravishing little bonnet, to the tiny pegs 
ill the heels of her Balmoral boots, she is a never- 
ceasing exhibition of . prettiness. Take her eyes, my 
dear sir ; take her nose ; take the exquisite mole 
on her left cheek ; take her cheeks, glowing with 
youth, and health, and\ innocence ; take her arched 
eyehraw^T-rthose,,. bridges, .oyer .the , cjKtc^de’.of her 
glances, ber . 
leted hair (I*.had a .fr»d 
ringlet:, one day 

unconscious of what. was' .going' oh, ifll but 

swallowed it) ; ■take4he rosy tips of, her ear-lobes, 
pendulous with the ear-rings which I am cleliglited 
to see have come into fashion again ; take her lips, 
that mockingly pout, or roguishly smile ; take her 
tiny gloved hand, which absurdly grasps a poHe 
monnaie for “safety’* — ^why, General Thumb might 
wrench that baby hand open ; take her slim foot^ , 
covered with the shiny or the bronzed leather, with 
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stop Iier in tixe street and tell Iier liow prettj slie 
waSj quite disinterestedly. She coxildn’t be angry. 
She could only blush, laugh, and trip home. They 
used ta send her out with the most hideous old 
housekeeper that eyes ever beheld j and even then, 
hold men would murmur to one anothei*, as she 
passed^ By Jove^ what a pretty gipl f ’ The young 
lord of the manor, Alured Ibbetsqn Gervoise, raved 
about little Zillah. He wanted' to fetch Mr. Thor* 
burn down from London to execute her miniature. 
He threatened with condign punishment any pho* 
tograplier who should dare to make little Ziii|di 
look ten years older on paper by the collodion pro- 
cess. He didrft make love to her, because lie was 
engaged to Miss Moydore, the banker’s daughter^ 
but he saluted her with a respectful and winning 
courtesy that made little Zillah crimson and tremble 
with pleasure whenever she met him, and he sent 
her bouquets from the conservatories at the Prioxy, 
andAop’^'d* to hay® the ptehsure.of^ seeing her thqi^e 
when he brought his;brMe. 
young English gentIeinah”^,IA'’yi^is;'\tO|d.'G^ 
Mumps, -formerly of - tlie^.Bengal^ 

Chittagong Cottage, iH-r . Scaleywort, who had 
never been known to be civil to soul that breathed, 
told Doctor Quinnington, when he consulted him 
for the fiftieth time about that tiresome old liver of 
his, that he thought he might be cured, if he were 
allowed to look at Miss Ziliah for half-an-hoiir every 
day for a fortnight. This “was taken as a great 
compliment, coming from Captain Mumps, tlie- 
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bilious and surly. If little Zitiak had been a little 
ducbess instead of a countiy doctor’s daitgh'ter, sbe 
could not bave received a wider or more devoted 
bomage at tbe bands of tbe town’s-people. To be 
‘'«be,'was always pipping into poor people’s- 
“cottages with medicines and comforts, and warm 
clothing and good boobs ; to be sure, she was always 
scampering over the country-side on her bttle gray 
pony, with her black retriever “Brio” flouncing 
after her, and with a cheery. good-morrow to all 
tbe hat-touching and curtseying folk, she met; to 
be sure, she was a little feby about her father’s 
bouse, singing and dancing,, and romping and 
hugging bi#j but sbe could be serious and devout 
' enough at fitting seasons. Yon see, that an atmo- 
sphere of purity and goodness embosomed her, and 
eliallenged tbe love and respect of all. You see 
that to be so loved and respected, is to possess as 
safe a passport as that Irish young lady’s, whose 
“kindly smile,” we are assured by Mr. Thomas 
Moore, “ lighted her safely through the green isle.” 

Zillah was not so very little, either, Mot tall, 
she had as many inches as a pretty girl could rea- 
sonably desire; but “little JZillah” she had been 
called ever since childhood^ and little Zillah she re- 
mained. I conscientiously bebeve that her only 
enemy on earth was a parrot belonging to'Onder- 
donck, the retired master mariner from Eoiterdam 

— wbat did he want settling at Shrimpington ? a 

most depraved bn-d, purchased in Eatcliff Highway, 
Bondon, at an enhanced price, owing to his profi- 
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oieiicj in bad language — wlio, wbenever Doctor 
Quinnington’s prettj daughter passed, shrieked out 

Elillar, Ziut^jku I Go to bed,. Zilkli 1 Wie for sh^e, 
Zilkh and other injurious phrilBes, There :gera 
many ooHspiracies to wrij^tJjat pan-ot’s oeck j but 
Direk vao Onderdonok wm a dangerous man, and'- 
he told Doctor Quinaington’s boy who carried out 
the medjeipes, one day, that jf ihe daiigW any bn^ 
man, woin^n, or cMld— p^r 'the mge "Stbffip” 
his parrot, he -would “bide here ards o«d> And 
nobody cared to have his or her heart bitten out by 
the terriblp Dutchmam 

It was a glittering day in January— a frosty, 
rimy day — when IJature, putting on a full parure of 
icicles, laughed Messi-s. Hunt and Boskell, to say 
nothing of Mr. Hancock, temporarily to scorn, and 

little Zillah stood before her toilet-glass, occupied 

shall the truth be told? — in “doing up her back 
hair.” Such back hair it was, too ! such front hair!’ 
such pn . aTalanohe of golden, curls ! These curls 
casti^^b ^hadowsy they were ne-rer confined by 
a nipht-eap^ 'but watBteM^-bje^.ihe'-piilbiW.fdAri- 
antlyy, no frizzling k*'^’ ha.C^pi|)eeii 
their -vicinity • and tlmir ^buagi^sseiesor had a way 
of flinging them at you? so to speak, tossing them 
on one side with mischievous grace as she was 
teasing you, and manoeuvring them in a generally 
Jelirium-pi*odnciug manner. There wei*e few scents 
and no cosmetics on little Zillah’s dressing-table, 
a great bunch of lavender over the looking-glass, on 
the chest ®f drawers her Bible, the “Arabian 
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Higliis "Sluatapeare,” “Pickwiofei*’ ^‘Lalla Eookh,” 
and “Fajpoleon’s ^Bftok.of Pate!”-~2;ilkii was , one 
Httle wee , bifc superstitious, ' Shongfe ske , laughed' 
when she told her fortune hy her dreams in the 
moroiag-r^s higllortuB aicm, full of flowers and 
plants, flattened or dissected, and a mysterious 
volume of vellum leaves, in which were inserted 
barbed hooks, and a quantity of weird, barbaric, 
gorgeous little figments made of silk and many- 
coloured feathers, and gold and silver thread. I am 
sorry to impute anything like a tendency towards 
masonline amixsements to my little JSillah, but jus- 
tice compels me to admit that Ae was, from the 
Thames , to the Tweed, almost unrivalled in the 
raanukotur^f salmon flies. I think it eseeedingly 
probable ,sie never saw a live salmon, little*' 
Zillah j but fly-making is an art whose mastery is 
innate, like poetry, colouring cutty pipes, and play- 
ing the #ddl&' Zillah w'as renowued in the angling 
world for her flies, and kept her uncle James, who 
was a supervisor at Musselburgh, N.B., and an 
cutluisiastic salmon-fisher, constantly supplied. 

Tittle Zillah’s bed, with the white dimity cur- 
tains — But goodneas gracious, sir, what business 
have you in a young lady’s sleeping apartment ? I 
say that those white dimity curtains, which had 
rose-eolouypd bows-+-Go down stairs direofcly, sir. I 
wont go •, 'though learned, cliaitty, simple-minded 
Doctor Qujuniugton is waiting bteakfest for me, 
and for you top,;, JSillali, till!' have, shtfeSefl 'myself 
of the truth of what :l ,'had , aJwdy cohjtotured-r-^ 
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tliat Zillali is not coming do's^n in Iier plain morning 
i^rapper, bnt that she has pnt on one of her best 
frocks. She always would call them' frocks ; newer 
gowi^e/* nor dresses.’’ Yes ; and on her young 
breast— that heaves as ye% thank Heavenj with no 
one bitter emotion — she wears a brooch set in gold, 
with the Colosseum at Borne done in mosaic in its 
framei-. round her neck she wears a slender 
chain, whose ultimate goal, near her kind heart, is a 
locket, with a dagxierreotype portrait of a thoughtful 
young man with spectacles. Aha 1 Little Zillah 
has not thus spruced herself up for nothing 1 But 
you need be under no apprehensions, form no rash 
conclusions, build no castles in the air. Little 
Zillah has been engaged for two whole years to 
Septimus Beene, who has been walki% the London 
hospitals, and has come down for a few weeks’ 
shooting over the Priory preserves, Shoot every 
pheasant in the place, if you like, my dear doctor/^ 
.’^rote-'Mr.-Gervoise j '^^and give, the tails to Miss, 
"Mi^to.make flies of” ; But that was, only his po- 
Jitenm.-.Lhe youn^-sqwe could not ^ that, 

you know-being a gr,w^%ortoan.\ ’ was 

very fond of Beptimus, though he was very short- 
sighted, and slightly sentimental, and very absent 
in mind. Bhe called him her goosey.” In another 
year Septimus, who never did much execution 
among the pheasants, but liked the sport because it 
brought him near to Zillah— in another year Septi- 
mus would pass, and then he would settle at Shrimp- 
ington, anibe married: perhaps become medical 
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officer to 'the Boo "Ciiioo. - OldXioBteBaatKeene, 
of the 0oa$t*'gti4rd^ Se|>tiffiiis^s father^ had liiB station 
in convenient ^proximity at ■Cockleham Bay^ some 
ten miles- distanee on."' the coast, soutk' X’ very ^ 
limited horizon v^as this for little Zillah ; bat it 
was a horizon all of goId« 

It is really veiy absurd ; it is positively ludi- 
crous I I can’t expect you to believe such an out-of- 
the-way, such a preposterous thing ; but I tell you 
the story as it was told to me, and I, warned you in 
the outseij that you must take it cum grmio ealis, 
with a grain of salt* Just as little J2hllah was turn- 
ing to quit the room, she heard a feeble, furtive 
• little tapping at the, glass of the casement. She 
opened it, pushed aside the screen of frosted ever- 
greens that half veiled the window, and looked out. 
She could see nothing, at first to account for the 
tapping, till her eyes travelled to the sill, and there 
was a poor little Bobin Bedbreast,.his scarlet waist- 
coat looking very dingy in the brilliant snow, his 
head drooping, his body supported on only one leg, 
and looking altogether like a Bobin Bedbreast in 
very serious difficulties. It must be premised that 
little Ziilah was a fast friend and firm allyofall 
birds, and especially robins ; and when the wintry 
weather came, there were always cxmmbs strewed 
upon that casement-sill. Bhe thought that she 
recognised this particular robin as a somewhat 
humorous gentleman, who, after he had had his 
breakfast, was in the habit of staring quite impu- 
dently through the-- window, 'watching, her whilst 
10 
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slio laced Iier sfcays. Or perlaaps lie was that 
liauglitj robitt of the daintj turn, who turned up 
Ills beak at brown bread, and came last Tuesday. 
Be it as it may, this robin kerned neither Immor- 
ous nor hungry now. His feathers were all niffled, 
and a little channel of crystallised salt shone on 
that space between his beak and his neck, which, 
by a -stretch 'bf literary ‘Heehse, I ,*presupi6 1 may 
callSfeblieelrj on either sida'^^'Ho more than 
laMe, and mhre than stck.^ ' 'Poor ESBih'i^dbireast’ 
had broken his leg. 

Borne say that he had only got a prickle from a 
tliornbetween his claws, which little Zillah ex:tracted. 
Others, that the injury was only a sprain, and that 
Zillah bathed it in warm water. Others, that it was 
Ins thigh that was lacerated, and that Zillah bound 
it up with a linen-rag. But I adhere to the Legend 
of the Leg ; and I telT you, although I don^t for 
one moment expect you to believe me, that Zillah 
not only put hot water and Knen-rag in requisition, 
hut thiat she set the fractured limb and fortified it 
'will eitief thrqu^l' auunttfilive How- 

ledg? of tie clihM ari,'W*throtigl‘loind‘lly study 
' of tie Mg', books !!n‘ lie# library. • I have 

some conscience about me ; or I would tell you that 
little Zillah put Kobin Bedbreast to bed, and tended 
him through the fever that ensued upon his acci- 
dent 

I really think I had better leave off, I am sorry 
I began this story. It is too absurd. But then I 
am not responsible for it I didn't invent it The 
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iliem 'wifcli tlie immense plirenoiogical inead wliicli 
•was wont to stand on a pedestal in liis own stiidj* 
The old man was glad they would live near him. 
He would have broken his heart if his darling 
had gone quite away. ■ 

■ It wsts her bridal,, niqrimg; in' the winter; ay^ 
and ,SlIalx stood -for in' Imr little 

chtober. ‘ '"Qood-lJye, bed ’With the 

dimity chrtMns'' tied/ lip wiM ho^;.tow$' ! ■ Iniay 
glance at you now. STever more shall yon be 
pressed by that fair and pure young form ! Good- 
bye, casement shaded with evergreens ! Good-bye ! 
—Why, what was that ? As I live, another tapping 
at the window-pane ! 

I am bold in my asseveration this time ; for Miss 
Kpps, the senior bridesmaid, heard it . as well . as 
JZillah, Miss Kpps 'came of a highly respectable 
.family. . Her father was .a guardian* Her mother 
Was a*' Ohickaand. (of Bedfordshire). ‘ Surely Miss 
Bippi- 1’ isV worthy credence. Zillah lew to. the 

casbfo^t h^r he^t bfet all pit-a-pu%v ' 

seemed to^ecogntse the^apping/M' 
looked upon the sill," and lo and behold 1 there was 
poor Rohm Medhreast,. But ha was no longer the 
disconsolate bird of twelve months since. He had 
grown stout. His heaillike eye twinkled. His 
wfetistcoat tras like that of a beadle, minus the gold 
lace; and he had a conOdent chirrup. He had 
come to pass the time of the day, and to pay the 
compliments of the season ; and he was not alone, 
this bold bird. Ho, not alone? a xnodest little 
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brown tiding nested byiis sidej and he led her 
forward, as it were, by the wing, witlx’ a scrape of 
the leg— the, inepded one—and a. bob of the head' 
on hjs own part. ’Twas Jane Wren, Ms tai/e / and 
the two were come to bid little Zillah God-speed in 
her life’s journey. 

One more appearance was poor Eobin Redbreast 
destined to make. A pleasant little banshee, he 
only appeared at the window when there wei*e 
« tidings of comfort and joy” abroad. He had to 
stop away this time the better part of a year. 
Perhaps, he, had other qifsements to call ah 
^ I knew it ; f w^ipensaaded of itj i, always said 
ife They were exactly the yomjg wnple to h^re 
them. It made a tremendous ado in the town; 
con^tulations poured in on Mr. and' Mrs. Keene, 
Squire Gervoise (now himself married to mek a. 
rich, tall, banker’s daughter— so tall, so blue, so 
High Ohnrch) sent his compliments and a hand- 
some silver caudle-cup. Old Mr. Prawnby in the 
High Street cracked his jokes, and said that ho 
ought to have charged double for the wedding-ring. 
Twins 1 I always prophesied twins: two lovely 
little girls. 

Now you tfan’t doubt this, ye sceptics ! Like the 
individual wlio pointed to the identical brick in 
the chimney” to prove that the house he lived ia 
had opca been inhabited by Jack 0a4e, I refer you 
triumphantly to the “ Times” newspaper.pf January 
1850, where you will find among the “births” this 
announcement At Gelsns cottage, Shrimping- 
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toBrSiiper-Maro, Mrs. Septimns Kaeae^ of twins — 
girls ” Have ye ‘any doubts respecting poor Eobin 
Eedbreast now^ O anbelievers 1 

The twins and tbeir nmmma bad done wonder- 
fully well; and at the expiration of a fortnight there 
was a ceremony gone t&rouglt^ Celsns' ,Oottagf|' 
yery pleasant- and deligbtM' to littB' 

KiU^hr-r^he.yras idVayaE!ttl0;®Iah'---^^Oa^ dowii“ 
Btairs.?; ' .tlfo, she did'not otaetly 
^ol\ to tell the truth, she was carried down two 
flights in her husband’s arms, she laughing all the 
w’^ay, and declaring that she was quite strong. They 
set her in a great arm-chair in the heeping-room, 
propped her up with pillows, bade her not excite 
herself, tried to make her an invalid ; but little 
Ziliahh merriment was not to be subdued, and she 
soon had. a laughing circle round her. 

When there came a slight, but very eonfldent, 
tapping at the window pane* / . 

^.|;^^,ThO/^;Hobinl ' cried ‘little Zillah, 

clajpping her -hmiids^', . dear papa I Qh>, fgoosey/ 

dear, the '-’Eobin! -Open -tie window, sOmo^one, 
,prayr ^ ' 

■ They opened the’ window 'ivory cautiously, ■ for 
fear of giving the pretty convalescent cold; and 
there, blazing in the snow, with apparently a new 
scarlet waistcoat donned expressly for the occasion, 
was that incorrigible, that shameless, that aban- 
doned Eobin Eedbreast. Ah 1 say not so : the 
grateful little bird had but come to pay his yearly 
homage to his fair mistress. Hot alone, either, 
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pbof BLoBitt Eedbreast. ''At h& side was Jenny 
Wren, bis wife, and by Imr side— don’t laiigh, don’t 
teaip iiiis sheet to ribbons — V0r& tvso glossy, dwiitm- 
iim lUth birds, just fiedgsd, Eobin’s Twins ! 

I thinlc I had better emigrate after this.' I can't 
show my face in society after this exposnre of ab- 
surdity. It would be as well, perbaps, to retire to 
a monastery till this unpleasant affair has blown* 
over. Ko, I wont ! I will be as confident as poor 
Sobin Redbreast. I plead Christmas in extenua- 
tion. It is only onde a year. It is good to be 
childish sometmies ! so tahe my story for once with 
ever so liberal a pinch of salt. And, again, I ask, 
“Why not 1' Why shouldn’t the story be trae I” 
Didn’t those large-hearted feathered little fellows 
cover the Children in the Wood with leaves! Isn’t 
there the ballad of the blorfolk Tragedy and the 
Cruel ITnole to bear me out! So here, say I, is . 
health, and here too happineHI to all young couples, 
and a short shrift to the curmudgeon who would 
kill a Robin. 
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Itnkr pilte. 

•Siidisr' "ifTDBPBS ’iif ed at tlie ' top '^pf -a ' pillar i ■ kit 
tlie kitoits of wKom I am about to itreat live under 
the Pillars, and round about tliem^ and within their 
shadow, as you shall hear. 

The Pillar^ are not ancient, alt-hough they are 
black and smoky, and dingy enough to have be- 
longed to the very darkest of ages. ISTor are they, 
it must be imagined, at all picturesque, albeit they 
form an. entrance to one of London^s most ancient 
and most curious localities. The Pillars, indeed, 
give ingress to '^haSl^s Inn, one of the most 
nq;jyned,.lnns''0f ^Ohaifce^ ’Here it "wm that a 
reltet&'"'‘bf .tho Founded once sojourned > no other 
than Bobert Shallow^ ' Ifequire^' of ^Glcmc^ls^rshire, 
and' subsequently the -cdhuty 'of 

Berks, ' Justice - of the 'Pteb,-' aiid odfam^"Ay, 
Cousin Slender, and emt-alomm; ay, and mto-> 
loTum too j and a gentleman bom, master parson ; 
who writes himself armigero in any bill, warrant, 
quittance, or obligation— and had done, 
any time these three hundred years.” It must be 
remembered that Robert Shallow, Esquire, flourished 
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io long ftg6 m tlietei^S'df Haiiry tie Fourth and 
Fiftij and that all his ancestors had borne the dozen 
vhite luces in their coat, so that you may well form 
m idea of the antiquity of the Bhallow family* I 
hnow not at what time it occurred to a Shallow to 
found an Inn of Chancery ^ but he must have done 
so many years before Kobert Ms descendant came 
to live here, a student of the law. He was called 
lusty Shallow’’ then, according to his Cousin 
Silence, and “ mad Shallow,” according to his own 
showing ; and there, in Shallow’s Inn was he, and 
little J olin Doit of Staffordshire, and Mack George 
Bare, and Francis Bickbone, and Will Squele a 
Ootswold man— the four greatest swinge-hucklers of 
the Inns of court* This is the Shallow that fought 
with Sampson Stookhsh, a fruiterer^ . behind Gray’s 
Inn, the very same day that the famous Sir John 
Falstaif, when he was no higher than a crack, broke 
^ Skogau’s head— a big man, Skogan^ — at the court' 
gate* This is the Shallow who lay all night in the 
windmill in St. George’s Fields, who often heard 
the chimes at midnight, who knew Jane Hight- 
work and all the hona rohaSj and whose watchword 
with Ms comrades was Hem ! boys.” , This is the 
Shallow who mixed 1b the sports^ (when lying at 
Shallow’s Inn) at Mile-End Green, and was Sir 
Dagonet in Arthur’s show. I am afraid, though, 
that Blialiow’s Inn was not the only place wherein 
Master Shallow did lie; for by Ms friend Sir John’s 
account he was not, in reality, half the famous 
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fellow he luade liimself out to "be. Indeed, lie seems 
ijo liave been less lostj Sliallow*^ and mad Shal- 
low” the swinge-buckler, than a man made after 
snpX^er with a cheese-paring” — a forked radish, with 
a head fantasticallj carretl ixpon it with a knife— 
the very genins of fanaine, a man who might have 
been trnsaed, he aikl all bis apparel, into an oel'^ 
skin ; fc the case a hautboy, woiild have been a 
mansion to him, at the time when John of (Jaunt 
— ^Hime-hononred Ifncaster-— IniM ' in 

the Tilt Yard for crowding among the marshal’s 
men. And Lord, Lord, how subject we old men 
are to this vice of. lying — to say nothing of 
the middle-aged men, and the young, and the 
ladies. 

"At. all eventS' *twas Shallow’s fore-elder who 
founded the Inn under the pillars. ^^The Inn was 
so called,’’ writes old Stow, because it stands close 
to the church of St, Clara-under-Shallows, but 
nearer to the fair fountain called ShaUow^'s well.” 
HoWloog before the neignof Edward JY* It had 
been occupied by students of the law— Ipa^phrase 
anotI« learned -'authorityf'‘Mr, Howard Slaubtbu 
.—is not 'known ; 'but wo-Mw- Strype’s testimony, 
to show that hereabout, and^ the parts adjacent, 
were frequent disturbances by reason of unthrifts 
of the Inns of Chancery, who were so unruly that 
the inhabitants had to keep night-watches; and in 
the year 1 J 82 , fehe Eecorder himself, with six more 
of the honest inhabitants, stood by the church of 
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Si OlarartiiStder’-Sialfe’Wa to me tie . totiorn iuaag 
. t0 oiwre if he eotald meet with m.f more 

of ihete outrageous dealers. ’ This was in the time 
of Qiieeis. Bess ; only imagine the Keeorder of Lon** 
ddnooming! down in the reign of Qneen Tictoria 
to see the lanthorn hung out, and peer scrutinis- 
inglj for the outrageous dealers” of BhalIow% 
Inn. It is oddj however, to mark that this same 
lanthorn is yet upon occasions hung out, especially 
on wintry Sunday afternoons;, when a barricade is 
erected on the north side of St. Clara’s churchyard, 
close to the Biilars, to '’prevent 'the service in .the 
church being disturbed, not by outrageous dealers,” 
but by passing cabs and omnibuses, and a lanthorn 
is attached to the barrier as a warning and pharos, 
lest rapid Hansoms should come to grief on the 
shoal of ropes and stakes. 

How*, all this does not help the question as to 
who Shallow was j the original Bounder who 
took his ease in his Inn. After all, does it much 
matter who was Staple, who was Clifford, who 
was Thavies, who was Barnard, who Cray, who 
Lincoln, who Lyon — who ail the rest of Inns of 
Court and Inns of Chancery founders? Erudite 
men — groping antiquarians— English Dryasdusts 
— may discover, or think they have discovered, and 
tell us ; but does it matter, after we have been 
told, who was 'Bellamy, who Arthur, who. Carra-. 
W|y, who’ Soutacfe, who all the Sams and Toms and 
Joes and Sallies and Jonathans that have given 
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tieir naiaes to taverns and ooffee-lionses any time 
these two centiiries 1 Of course I could turn up 
chapter and verse, and give you all their biogri 
phies j but cui hano ? They are dead, and will eat 
no more bread, drink no more sack, and chalk up 
no more scores. Let ns leave them in peace,, djtd 
go back to the Pillars. • • i ' ' ' ’f, / 

:Ifnder ,thosa .Pillars have I stood, and lounged 
and Wondered, and , sheltered myself from the rain 
for many years j and knew and liked thra 4?klmg 
shadow long before I became a tenant of the Iun° 
It is an Inn of mystery. I met a friend once, under 
the Pillars, who asked me whither I was. bound; I 
answered that I occupied chambers close by. 

“ Whose name have you got on the door f ’ he asked. 
"Whose name! why my own, to he sure,” I, an* 
swered. , -"That!s very imprudent,” he remarked, ■ 
shaking his head. "Wobody in ShalloVs Inn, 
unjier fifty, has his real name up.” But I am of 
qpinioh that my .friend libelled the things nnder 
'.fte.POIars. ' ' 

'.There used, in' my young d^, to 
d^ity Mr-held, undiw-tte jE^ars---a'''P^''m!nu% 
certainly, a dwarf, or ai'^nt^ orBiChardson’s show* 
or Algar’s booth, or Womb well’s menagerie, or an 
armadillo, or a spotted girl, or a pig-faced lady, but 
still a Pair very diveraified and very amusing, a 
pen, .so to speak, of vagabond Bnrtlemy Pair life, 
transplanted, bodily, out of Bartlemy. There is a 
little shop and house environed court-yard between 
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t1i0 Kllaw aiid th& gate of Sliallow^'Iua proper.’ 
Jiiis court-yard, or parms^ wm al times not a bad 
; Tepreaentati'Te o^'tbe Cour des Miracles, tlie piir-’ 
liens of a minor racecourse, and the aforesaid pen 
of Bohemianism transplanted from Barblemy. Bor 
here, until dri\^en oiit by the stem beadles of the 
Inn, came the propx-ietors of peepsixows, showing for a 
penny to adults, and foi' a Iialf-pennj — and in hard 
times e?en a farthing — to juveniles, strangely- 
coloured panoramas of the Battle of Waterloo : the 
Duke of Wellington, Marshal Blueher, and the 
Emperor Kapoleon Boneypartej being all depicted 
on thorough-bred chargers, and the spectator who 
had paid his money being entitled to take his choice 
as to which -was Wellington, and which Blueher, 
and which the invisible Boneypartey, There ai^e 
no peepshows worth looking at now-a-days. Bo 
you know why ? The hoys have an abundance of 
gratuitous peeping through tlxe lenses, of the stereo- 
scopes so obligingly exhibitedin the windows of the 
opticians. . Is it likely that they will care for vile 
daubs of the Battle of Waterloo displayed for money, 
when they can gaze for nothing at those' wonderful 
realities that bring Switzerland and Tenice, China 
and Egypt, palpably and distinctly before them ? 

To the peepshows there were added many a 
juggler with his cup and balls and goblets p' many a 
quack in semi-Turkish costume selling anti-con- 
sumption lozenges, and infallible preparations for 
taking out grease spots, I wonder wMther the 
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dromedary ever oame under tlie Pillars io exMBit 
Hs liump to tBe wondering inhabitants. I wonder 
whether the dancing bear ever went through his 
melancholy moyeinents on the stones of that little 
courtyard — stones that in sninmer time were as 
hot as must have been the iron plates on wMcli the 
legends of my infancy recorded that bears were 
taught to dance. Monkeys in plenty I have seen 
|hew; and, there fa one intelligent ape who still 
frequents the Pillars^the oid^ old monkey who fences 
with his proprietor^ sweeps the tripod on which he 
is mounted with a little broom, fires oif a mimic 
r'lfie, shakes hands, cracks nuts, takes off liis cap 
and bows, makes faces, shows his teeth, and other- 
wise behaves like a rational being. Ahasnerns of 
monkeys I Wandering Jew with a prehensile tail I 
Yon see him everywhere. ISfow at Chester races, 
and now on Brighton cliff; now on Westmoreland 
faiisy and now at Cowes, in the Isle of Wight. He 
.seems as ubiquitous as the man who has sold and 
cried brandy balls’^ for a time, the memory of 
man runneth not to the contrary. Where does he 
live ^'^heU' he is ^ at home^ 'this venerable • monkey f 
Where ,does; he VOame' ha' originaily 

from Barbary with the sanguinary Kirke and his 
lambs?” Or did Lord Heathfield bring him home 
from Gibraltar, that Parnassus of the simions race, 
after the siege ? Or was he a speculation of the ob- 
servant publican, Mr. Edward Ward, of London 
Spy renown,” returning, in the reign of Queen Anne, 
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from “ape and monkey climes?” li is my fim 
opinion that the accomplished ape is as old as the 
Chevalier de St. Germain pretended to be, and that 
he knows a great deal more abont the history of 
civilization than Mr, Buckle, or than he, the mon- 
feoy» csres to.tell : 

Organ-grinders come beneath the KUars from 
time to time; so does that dilapidated man with 
lean legs disguised as a Scottish Highlander, and 
lamentably droning on a pair of wheezy bagpipes, 
while at his side there capers lugubriously, with an 
inexpressibly mournful, haggard, weazened, prema- 
turely old little cotmtenance, a diminutive girl, the 

aecontrei like Hm, in dingy bonnet, and tartan 
kilt, and half-stockinged lega Ah ! these mounte' 

volume, abundantly illustrated by George Oruik- 
shank, Beech, and Bhiz, about them and thrirways. 
Music has always had charms to soothe the breasts 
of the denizens of the court under the Pillars,— the 
more so as those breasts have no appearance of 
being savage. Savage, indeed I There are four of 
the prettiest and most amiable young ladies (I 
never spoke to but one of them) that can be found 
in London residing there at this moment. They 
come to the doors and windows, and listen— they 
and their infantile connexions— with the greatest 
glee to the muric, Jt likes me not, however. I 
have a horror of Ethiopian serenaders, and they 
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swai'in under the Pillars. Confoimd them and their 
sooty faceSj that look so frlglitfully grimy and 
greasy in hot i^eathei^ I shudder at those Welsh 
■wigs dyed in ink that they wear in lieu of the 
negro’s natural wool, I Hold in abhorrence their 
battered white hats^ their preposterous shirt collars 
and craTats^ their abnormal eye-glasses^, their banjos^ 
their bones, and their hideous chants. No, sirrahs, 
'1 have no wish to consort 'te^’a Becond*flopr with 
Nancy, ‘^^in the Strand— the Strand/’ — no, rogues, 
you shall not see me at the window. No, knaves, 
I am not bound to ride all night, or to ride all clay, 
to bet all my money, or lose it, on any hob-tailed 
mares or grey horses, with a dooda, dooda, da. Oh I 
for an hour of despotism, that I might #iave all 
these precious Africans put under the pump, scrul^bed 
clean, set in tfie stocks to, dry, scourged, clad in 
hodden grey, and swiftly conveyed to a place of 
tribulation and repentance, •where there are stones to 
break instead of bones to rattle, where there is oakum 
pick instead of baujp-strings to strum. It appears 
tK) TO fc the MghestAegr^‘6“scmdalot:^B'a^hd;ind©cent 
thaf-A ‘ Christian man withv'a*- white 'sMn, and who 
can express himself with 'mote of less grammatical 
correctness in the Anglo-Baxon tongue, should wil- 
lingly and of malice aforethought blacken his face 
and hands with ^*Day and Martin’s sootpots,” as 
Mr. Carlyle has it, assume a garb -wliicli seems to 
have been half raked out of the kennels of Phila- 
dolpbia and the niggers^ clr*am shops of the Five 
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Points 'at HeW^'Tork, and lialf from tlie property- 
room of a theatre devoted to the offsconrings of 
some bygone pantomime, and, armed witli the 
musical imtruments of pagan savages, repair to a 
place of public resort, and there, for hire and gain, 
howl forth by the hour together outrageous screeds 
of dissonant cacophony, with w'ords couched in a 
hideous jargon that Bosjesmen would be ashamed 
of, and baboons disdain to imitate. If there be one 
thing worse than the uncouthly grotesque ribaldry 
of these serenaders, it is their wretched simiilation 
of pathos. These fellows prance and yell in public 
thoroughfares, and are rewarded with coppers by 
the unthinking and the vulgar. But, bad as they 

kind. There are niggers and niggers, serenaders 
and-serenaders. There are other drolls— I use the 
term in its most offensive Gallic sense, drSles — 

who equally blacken and bedaub themselves, but are 
clad in garments of somewhat supeiior fashion and 
texture, who hire concert rooms, lecture halls, and 
theatres, even, tliat should be devoted to the per- 
formance of the regular drama ; and, amid the 
applause of rehned and aristocratic audience!, howl 
forth the ribaldry and whine out the same sham 
pathos that afterwards descends, to be thrice coars- 
ened and thrice burlesqued, into the courts and 
alleys of London: 

Good lackaday ! what long paragraphs and tein- 
peatuoiis Verbiage a fit of .virtuous indignation 






brings one into. But it is not wbollj futile. If 
not the seem indignedio^ it is at least lionest and 
earnestlj-meaiit bile. They are a nuisaacej tliese 
pretended negroes. They are a libel upon our civi- 
lisation. They are a reproach to education and to 
progress. Sham medijnvalism, sham classicism^ may 
be borne ; but it is intolerable to see men whose 
faces are white copjr the manners and mimic the 
antieS’ of hlthy sava-ges^'or vorscy df, debased helots* 
If there must be nigger melodies and nigger 
melodists, let them be confined to the barracoons 
of the slave coast, or the mud cabins of the King of 
Dahomey. They may amuse his Amazons; Sally 
conie up” may save some wretched Dahomean’s 
head from coming off, and the dulcet i|J|ains of 
Kow, de Boatman, row/^ deter his sable and san- 
guinary majesty from holding any more customary” 
festivals, with canoes that float in a lake of human 
gere.-' ■ . ' ■ ‘ ^ ^ ' 

And , so, refreshed after a digi*ession, as a New- 
foundland dog after a cold bath, I coma back im- 
medklely*- under the ^ Bid, ‘:I\ deed any 

further refreshment" I shotild', find it here^ 

Pillar# have beenj time out of mind, one of tl^e 
most remarkable places* in town for what I may 
call ambulatory refection. Here in the brave old 
days of yore, when Brandyballs” was a beardless 
bo3% and the intelligent ape a young monkey that 
had not yet seen the world, or taken lessons in 
fencing, yof! might have seen the tossing pieman 




with his' ' mottbtoEaiM qtj of Rem jou, are j toss 
or 'mi .win The, -boys were ' always ’ | 

np to toss, but alas ! they seldom won the pies.- I ; 

fear that mao j small urchins, entrusted hy their | 

loving parents with small moneys for the purchase 
of household needments, have on their return home 
undergone some visitations of penny cane or half- 
penny rods through having met that fatal pieman 
under the Pillars, and gambled away with him in 
the mad hope of obtaining impossible pics, that 
change out” which they were instructed to bring 
so carefully home. The tossing pieman haB disap- 
peared from under the Pillars these; many years ; 
hut I may remark, without a parenthesis, that an 
almost ^iconceivable amount of ill-treatment is 
suffered by the chiiftren of the poor, from their not 
hiinging home the proper amount of money from 
the sum which has been confided to them* Of 
course, in cases of wilful and dishonest malversation, 
a child deserves some corrective as a warning against 
further embezzlement, but they are just as frequently 
punished for inadvertently losing a portion of the 
change out,” or. for having been cheated out of it 
hy a fraudulent chandler’s shopkeeper, or robbed of 
it by a rascally child-stripper and pi-ofessor of tlie 
kinchin lay,” as. for any guilty peculation, on their 
own part. The children of the poor can scarcely 
toddle before they are sent out to purchase beer or 
victuals. They can , scarcely talk intelligibly before 

they are sent to the pawnbrokers and it is to my 

■' ■ ' 
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mind a cruel and a sinful tiling to see a cMld of 
eight staggering under the weight of a babj;, or two 
little atomies of girls toiling along with a big basket 
of linen between them. 

Goocerning the tossing, pieman, I am not going 
to be virtuously indignant; for only last June, in 
this .present year, I conf^ 'th^l^ being ih a merry 
inefod, fbr -Mts: on losing, t 

a«i,;gkd.v’to .say, .more-* 

O’ver, many tialfpence^into hopeless jeopar<^^^he 
enticing game of *‘Red, white, blue, fealii|ri^nd 
star.’’ I always put a feather on red, and, it always 
came up star ; or else I put twopence on Jftye, and 
it came up feather. So, having a beam big '^pough 
for one of Penn’s steam'-engines in mine own/Oye, I 
will not inquire too narrowly^nta the particulars 
which compose the mote my brother may . have in 
7m orgnii of vision, , 

Under the Pillars, at this present writing, I find 
depaited-^ee^e to admire- @tnd %al, with^fehe man ■ 
'the hot kidney spudding?;, alluded 
' to hy Uh^l^. Dickens, in . th^ Bk^tche^, 

‘ with _ reference Of^his 

gravy, said to comprise equal dirt, pepper, 

and hot water, and by poor, Albert Smith, who 
touches tp6n him in connection with the Courier 
of Sk Petersburg, who, in a flaming cartoon which 
became a transparency by night, and wms gaily 
illuminated, wras in the. habit, of riding six horses 
at once for one of the renal delicacies in question. 





KMnif, lost liopp.?* 

I^ity s^png out-of^Soidr 'lastrOtifepos i !$' ^ 
ft44i:^* W street ^ i^qi n^mt gameS| 

str^eet slang cries.’ Ifoir does tine 
‘ ’’iif' ''l^dtalo. make his appearance nnder the 
Mlars, even in fche severest winter weather, so fre- 
qnently as of jore. He comes, sometimes, it is 
true, to revisit the cari lugh% but it is in a furtive 
and despondent manner. Of old his can blazed in 
weil-polished brass and scarlet paint. From his 
little steaming apparatus the vapour used tn. escape 
in rapj^d, panting, and vobliy pi% Hof' he would 
©xpati^e 'df cr the si# and farihacedns. e^s^ellonce of 
that “hogs food” as Gobbett called the homely, 
unpretendiog potato. Like balls o" flour, sir,” he 
was never tired of repeating to each customer. 
There was th#t peculiarity in his salt that'it-Msted ' 
like pepper, and of his pepper that it had a saline 
smack.' Both have lost . tjjeir savour. As for his 
butter, it was a fearful and wonderful qompound 
which had never known Dorset, I fear—nay, nor 
Cork He made it, I should imagine, from the 
milk of his own cow kejjt in a back yard somewhere 
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to exelmnge moody complaints on tlie liardness of 
the times and the degeneracy of the age -with his 
still constant cnstomers^ the cabmen from the stand 
which skirts the railway of Bt. Clara-under-Shallows. 
Where are the daySj he asksji.oi* the nights, rather, 
when young West-end swells or Templars bent on 
dirersion, would purchase half-a-crown^s worth of 
hot taters—tnaking him a present of the butter — 
with the sole purpose of pelting one another there- 
with in Si Clara’s churchyard* Where are tlie 
City gents of graver gravity of life, who, returning 
eastward on cold daniiary nights from the theatre, 
would purchase a couple of bails of Sour, and , walk 
with them, one in each hand, to keep them warm ? 
And the cabmen keep him company in complaining. 
They sigh— no, they grunt rather — over those 
halcyon times ere Mtzroy dreamt of c^b acts, when 
ninepence a mile was the minimum fafe, when 
overcharge was not high treason, and abuse was 
looked upon as lemm plumd^ Imim pulmr&y lemm 
which is the lightest thing, 
I' take it, knoiy'av * j ;; ■,* "■ • . 

The hot eel sonp, tod ! gohe.,. The wliilks, in 
their bath of pickle and . their staring Saucers. The 
cholera of 1849 hit them a fatal blow, and the 
Piilarians have ever since shunned them as im- 
wholesome. In their stead, I fnd the ^‘shallows’’" 
of peripatetic fishmongers, full in summer time of 
cheap lobsters, generally wanting one claw, and not 
tuifrequentlj rendered heavier by water — not to 



,my:spil*/; la, E^immer, - ,^s ia viriafe^ t!ie ■ ojstiet:- 
maa^ -witii Ms blue apron, bis kaife aiuck in the 
board before him, and his vinegar oruet .pouslsting 
of a , ginger beer botfcle with a perforated cork 
through which the acetous fermentation filters, fails 
,, not. Long after the chief dealers, the Quins, the 
Bcotfcs, and the Rixles — ^have remembered the dictum 
once quoted in a grave trial in banco bj John Lord 
Campbell, that oysters are only good in the months 
which have an -^^er’^ in . them, the . large-shelied 
molluscs are to be seen grinning and winking at 
the passers-by from their stall under the Pillars, 
^^hey are so big, that they seem to have been grown 
■ four-post beds, and fed with quartern loaves in- 
stead of crumbs ; notbing of course to be compared^ 
in respect to ske, to the^ American oysters, one- of 
which is a man's dinner, while two are his death ; 
but still huge fishy flaps that can hardly be swal- 
lowed, and tviU be bitten* I wonder where these 
out-of-season oysters come from, and who the people 
are who eat them. 

It has always been rny opinion that the decline 
in the demand for hot eel soup, kidney puddings, 
and baked potatoes, is due to the wholesale spring- 
ing up of pie-shops, which establishments have 
lately taken to rosewood fittings, plate-gkss and 
arabesque fittings ; while the falling off in the fruit 
trade must be ascribed to the penny, ice-shops. 
There is a gentleman with an Italian name, and an 
xinmistakeably southern countenance, who has lately 



xlUB neany minea the old woman 
who keeps the apple-stall The boys throng to 
them, and spoon the frigid compotind down their 
throats with delicious joy. It does not in the least 
matter what his ices are made of. So long as they 
are sweet enongh and cold enongh, the basis might 
be Qld<‘boote ;He ha^' moreoyef s63^ptksly injured 
the ginger-beer barrow trade, for he sells imperial 
pop the frothy delusion which still goes, by 
that time and Tom Ingoldsby honoured name; 
himself likewise dispensing lemonade, which y^a^ 
may see cool and golden in a great foreign looking 
carafe — bottle does not at all confey the idea of its 
appearance— surmounted by a whole lomon by : 
of stopper. There is something honest and un* 
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viite'f &r .III:' w'€ifWi jm Mt 0' fed -thafe a solema ' 
wwli®? takes, yo'ii to ceMarage, md sh^ws yau. a 
y aipie^ toiads witli tlio jfciysica tou/* . as I iia'ye 

lusai?^'. tetfe aalfed l>y* light-wiaded mm, i fot tlie ■ 
earapacioaa cutlet and soup giver sliould not be 
irreverently spoken of ; and 0 I tbe deadly quarrels 
I have witnessed between a croupier at a public 
dinner, and a gluttonous neighbour, through his 
imagining that he has been shabbily treated in the 
way of green fat 1 think that in the distribution 
of turtle a rule that reigns at the dinner-table of 
some lunatic asylums might be advantageously 
adopted. Every madman has a ration of half a 
*pint of beer to Ms midday meal. The measures 
containing the beverage are filled to the brim, and 
are set in groups, corresponding to the number of 
crazy people in each mess, in the very comer of the 
table. Ikch madman forthwith clutches the glass 
or can nearest him ; he is satisfied, and there is 
peace and harmony; but very different would be 
the result if every man’s half-pint were placed at 
his right or left hand* Lunatics are habitually 
jealous and suspicious ; and each demented guest 
would think that his portion was smaller than his 
neighbour’s— which erroneous impression would 
lead to squabbling and 01 blood, and perchance to 
mutual howling, biting, and tearing. , ' 

I think I have by this time exhausted ihe aspects 
of life visible under the Pillars^ If you have any 
curiosity to know anything about Shallow’s Inn 
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itself; and tlie people who dwell thoro; you may 
£nd and confer with me any day at my chambers^ 
number three hundred and twenty-two, on the 
second flooi\ My name is not “on the door; but 
that is no matter* 
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many wet aud sunny days under republics as there 
bad been under monarebies— i 
quillity. The months brought their 
of fruit, or flower, or grain j i 
months, though the calendar had been 


■in anarchy as in tran- 
f same tributes 
and were the same 

- J remodelled, 

and they were henceforth to be Fructidors, Ther- 
midor^ or:Tentoses. And it, was the same death 
thaf siiSered the Sieaffoi<| apd , soldiers in 
thorfidd %t a poor sh^^erd‘oj!.>,'sisP«8iit maid ' 
suffers to-.day, and that you and I, may snfffeh ' to- 
morrow. Sleeves, and hose may alter, hut legs and 
arm remain the same. Hunger was hunger and 
thirst thirst in ’Hinety-eight as it»is in ’Kftv- 
three. , ■ ' ' ‘ 

The other day, rambling about I stumbled upon 
an odd volume of an old magazine for my favourite 
Hinety-eight. This was at a book-stajl cl<we to the 
Four Goarm>nblin; and I immediately hewme 
its possess %t the outIe,y pf i^venpence sterlingv 
^e lmok-step, keeper, who w^ qpiteia Sir Chides 
Grandison of BibHopo% pplitety o^rjed -hi'-^nd 
my- pnrdhak8-home- for;;m^.^buh‘’T ‘tAhf if ‘lo'-mr 
habitat myself, and ■i:e^W’’a'*Hinfejghfe'hkIf 
that night. . -f • ‘ - 

I found my Mag to be in the . bundled and third 
volume of its age, a very respectable' antiquity 
even in ’Hinety-eight ; and, had it lived to the 
present day, it would have been a very Methuselah 
among Mags j hut. the work went the way of all 
•waste paper, I am efraid, years ago. I oannot iire- 
tend to give you any detailed description of its 





Iiitt, ao'comnfc of 

m •laugti^aigeB;' iliC ■« state of learning, 

in Europe” and the ^'new theatrical entertain- 
ments” of ’Kinetj-eighi And mark that my Mag 
■was only a half-year’s Tolume/from June to Ee- 
eemben Bo I will say rery little about philosophy 
or hushandiy, the state of European learning, and 
the new -thpatrfoal, entertainments .of '^ifinety- 
eight, merely enlling.as, I go on what seems to me 
curious, principally among the domestic occurrences 
of my year, and which may interest even those who 
have no peculiar solicitude cohctoing ’Ninety* 
eight, ‘ ^ ^ . 

First, I found a frontispiece elegantly engraved 
on copperplate, representing a wood or hosky 
thicket, in Which reposed a lady in the costume of 
Queen Elizabeth, but much handsomer j behind her 
the poet Dante ; by her side a lady in a Grecian 
costume, name unknown • and around Jier a lion, 
Beveral sheep, and a rabbit. In the fore-ground a 
hideous dwarf in a fancy dress, whom I was un- 
whetl^# take for the, fabulist j^sop 'or the 
Eo||$|l ulawski, was' 'presenting 'a laurel 

tpsj.'a g^ntfelhan in -a &lhh.pttomed wig, 
1^0 «d budkl^, who seemed 

very gnxwti# to; the wre&th ihdeed^ and was 
incited %e»to i|;6rtce.; who ^ged him 

on with a large -sffy^ibaoked pp-by ihotber gentle- 



lo-wed the information; bnt, as I could not s^. 
. what . he of the wig and wig and ruffle^d to 
do with summer and Qaeen Elizabeth^?^! con- 
sidered it and passed it over as a mystm-y of 
’hTinety-eight, to he solved by future study and 
research. 

Mrs. Muscadine writes to the editor during June, 
complaining of the mania for volunteering. She 
bewails the feet that her husband, and all the hus- 
bands of her acquaintance, have now the same 
squareness of the shoulders to the body and the 
front, their heels are all in a line, and their thumbs 
are all as fer back as the seams of their trousers. 

She complains' that her husband’s affections are 
completlT^alieuated frptn her by , the rival charm 
of one' Brown'. :fe8,'atid' that; at; pAy$r.’tiaie he 
calls out “front rank, kneel !” for all of which she 
rates the Diike of York heartily, hut good-humour- 
edly. I wonder whether the re-embodiment of the 
Mlitia, or the recollection of Chobham, will call 
forth any Mrs. Muscadines in ’Fifty-eiglit. Next I 
frnd a long biography of John Wilkes. Wilkes 
died in the year before. In addition to his bio- 
graphy, my Mag has this month a notice of Dr. 



Earner, the atifjhor of tixe Essay on the learning of 
Shakspear^, also decayed in ^Hmcty-seven. la 
tke House of Lords, on the 28th of March (mj 
only reports it ia Jane), the Bishop of Bo- 
Chester attr^utes the numerous applications for 
divorces, w*h have recently taken place ia their 
lordships^ House, to the Jacobinical principles which 
had been inculcated from France. In the House 
of Oommons, on the third of April, on a motion 
for leave to bring in a bill for the' abolition of the 
slave trade at a period to be specified, which had 
been moved by Mr. Wilberforce, there are eighty- 
three ayes, and eighty-seven noes — majority for the 
middle passage, the barracoons, the bilboes, and the 
cartwhip, four. 

April the twenty-fifth, in a social little, com- 
mittee of ways and means, Mr. Pitt moves for a 
trifie of twelve millions eight hundred and fifty- 
seven thousand pounds sterling for the army. He 
states, pleasantly, that he thought last Christmas 
that ten millions or so might have done ; but that 
into the particulars of that sum he will not now 
enter/’ Considex’ate, this, of the pilot that weathered 
the storm. To make things pleasant, he claps on, 
in the same 00 ^ little committee, 'Hhe additional 
tax upoxi salt,” and the additional duty upon tea/’ 
and the tax on armorial beaxdngs,” which/’ 
says Mr. Pitt, rests upon a principle . exceedingly 
different/’ which in truth it does. 

Three-fourths of this month’s number of my Mag 
are occupied with a narrative of the events of the 




Air IXfMBED'HXaASSIM. ^ 1/7^ 

Mr. Lawless’s I’reiacli val0i>' and of' his papers.: 
Mr Lawless was taken "in Bt. Albaifs Place, Pall 
Mali,^ — that peaceful, shady, tranquil little thorough- 
fare, hard by the Opera Arcade, the Patmos of half- 
pay officers. ’Tis as difficult for me to fancy an 
arrest for high treason in Bt/ Alban’s Place as to 
picture the rotting sculls of Jacobites over Temple 
Bar; yet both have been almost within the memory 

On the seventh of June three persons, named 
Beeves, Wilkinson, and Adams, are hanged in front 
of Kewgate. , All for forgery. My Mag says that 
this was '^Hhe most awful example of justice ever 
witnessed/’ Doubtless ; but the example, however 
awful, was not efficacious enough to praveht its 
repetition many many more times in ’Hinety-eight, 
On the eighth of June there is another awful 
example (though my Mag does, not say so) on Pen- 
nenden Heath, one O’Coigley being hanged for high 
treason, in carrying on an improper correspondence 
with the French. 

The next day dies, in l^Tewgate, Dublin, of his 
wounds, Lord Edward Fitzgerald, son of the Duke 
of Leinster. On the twenty-first of May a procla- 
mation offering a thousand pounds reward for his 
capture had been issued. Through the 'treachery of 
a servant-girl the place of lus retreat was made 
known. A Captain Byan,- Mr. Swan, A magistrate, 
md tlxe well-known Major Birr, went with three 
coaches and some soldiers, as privately as possible, 
to the house of one Murphy, a feather-dresser, in 
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Thoinas-streei. There they fouad Lord Edward 
lying oa a bed, without Ms coat and shoes. He 
feigned, at first, to surrender; but a desperate 
struggle ensued, he being provided with a cut-and- 
thrust dagger. With this he gave Captain Eyan 
seven wounds between the collar and the waistband, 
and Swan, the justice, two. He was at last dis- 
abled by a pistol-shot from Major Sirr ; over- 
powered, conducted to the castle, and thence to 
Newgate, where, as I have said, he died on the 
ninth of J une. Captain Eyan died of his wounds 
two days before his prisoner. Major Sirr lived till 
within a short , period of the present day. He was 
for many years one of the Dublin city magistrates, 
and sat in the Carriage Court to determine disputes 
and hear complaints against that eccentric race of 
beings,, the Dublin car-drivers. He . was of course 
cordially , hated by all the caljbies. One Jehu, a 
mosi_ inveterate declarer of the thing which was 
not, bn’ being- remonstrated with by the* Usher .of 
the Court for tergiversation (to use.n mild word) re- 
torted, ''^Muaha then! Obck.'hin( wpfmth'fhe tamth! 
It’s more than;-! ever told the ‘ jSin- 

gularly enough, Major Sirr’s moments were 
spent among his enemies. He was taken mortally 
ill while riding in an inside car, and was scarcely 
carried from it before he died : it was even cur- 
rently reported that he did actually die in the 
vehicle. A short time after his death a car-driver 
was summoned (or, as the carman calls it, “ wrote 
by the polls”) for stumping another whip, i.e., 
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inveigliing a fare away frota him, - wouMn’t a 
minded Ms stumping 'sMd the eompkinaufe, 
■^^bttfcdidtft he eall out^ when the hif was getting 
into the kyar^ that it was mine was the kyar that 
the black ould major died in ? And one couldn’t 
stand that, yer honotn* !’' 

In the month of J uly my Mag has great news 
from the Convict settlement at Botany Bay. Not 
the least curious among these is the no tih cation of 
the appointment of the notorioiis George Barrington 
the pickpooket to be a peace-officer or superinten- 
dent of convicts^ — with a grant of thirty acres of 
land, and a . warrant of emancipation. Barrington 
had rendered considerable service to the executive 
during a mutiny on the passage out^ and since his 
arrival in the colony had behaved himself to the 
entire satisfaction of the authorities. ' I Believe he 
died a magistrate, in easy circumstances, and uni- 
versally respected. ^ 

But the most noteworthy item in this Antipodean 
budget, is the account of tlie opening of a theatre at 
Sydney; the manager (Mr, dohn Sparrow), the 
actors and actresses, and the majority of the audience 
being convietB. Of the men, Green, and of the 
women, Miss Bavis^ best deserved to be called actors. 
The first performance appropriately commenced vvith 
The Fair Penitent,’’^ and on.another occasion The 
Keveng a”' and Th^ Hot©!’ wei^e presented.-, -The^ 
dresses were cliiefiy made by the company themselves; 
but some veteran costumes and properties from the 
York Theatre were among Mm best tbat made their 
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appearance. The motto of tHese Iiistrionic exiles 
was modest and well chosen^ being cannot 

command, but will endeavour to deserve success.'* I 
suppose that it was on this occasion that the cele- 
brated x^rologue, the production of Mr. Barrington, 
was spoken, in which were to be found the appro- 
priate lines : — 

** True patriots We, for he it understood, , 

We left our country for our country's good..^^ 

The authorities on licensing the imderfeakhig gave 
the manager to understand that the sligHicst infrac- 
tion of proprietj would be visited by' the banish- 
ment of the entire company to another settlement, 
there to work in chains. The coercive master- 
ship of the revels is somewhat akhi to the thea- 
trical discipline in use in the Italian provinces: under 
Austrian yoke, where refractory tenors are not un- 
frequehtly threatened %vith the bastinado by the 
military commandant, and p-im a donnas in their 
sulks are marched off to, , the guai'd-hoiise between 
two filel 6f Croat Grrehadiefs» The principal draw- 
back to- the the;:S;;^.dhj^y 
seems, according to my Mag, to haVe been the system 
of accepting at the doors, in lieu of the price of ad- 
mission, as much flour, beef, or rum as the manager 
chose to consider an equivalent. It was feared that 
this would act like gambling, as an inducement to 
the convicts ; and more serious evil arose in tlin 
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awes# and in tBe, adYantag©^ some nf'tlie worst , of , 
tlie fair penitexitB took of the absence of the inhabi- 
tants at the theatre to break into their houses^ and 
rob them of their contents. 

On the twentj-eighth of Jnly my constant Mag 
reinrns to the Awful Examples.” Two gentlemen, 
barristers and brothers, Henry and John Shoares, 
are hanged amd decapitated in Dublin for high 
treason. At the last moment an urgent appeal was 
made to the Government for mercy, were it even to 
one of the brothers, and with an oiTer on their parts 
to make ample confessions ; but the Government 
replied, That they had a full knowledge of every- 
thing that dould come out in confession, and that 
the law must take its course.” Which the law 

July, the twenty-first, William Whiley is. flogged 
through the fleet at Portsmouth for mutiny on 
board her Majesty’s ship Pluto. On the same day, ' 
Brian, for the same mutiny on board the same ship, 
is hanged at the yard-arm. ; 

July the twenty-third, McCann is tried for high 
treason in Dublin, as being the author, of some . 
treasonable papers found in the house of Mr* Oliver 
Bond. He is found guilty, sentenced to death, and 
hanged on the nineteenth of August. . On the 
twenty-sixth, Michael William Byrne is also tried 
for the same offence, and the jury, after five minutes’ 
consideration, find him guilty. He is impenitent, 
and exclaims, '^with a warm accompaniment of 
action,” that ^^he glories in the event of his trial” 


11 ^ 
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’He fe execsiated on tlie twetity-fiftli of Angxist; 

Several other persons/^ ac!<fe my 'Mag, as if -weaxy 
of particularizing exam pies, have also been hanged 
for -high treason during the present month/* 

On the thkfey-fix'st of July, the Bienheim^ a whale 
ship, arrives at Hull from the Greenland seas. 
Passing Whitebooth Roads the Nonsuch and Redoubt 
men-of-war^ guardships, fire several shot into her 
(as a species of yreloome to England, home, and 
beauty,' I presume), but without effect. Three 
boats are then manned and sexxt towards her, for 
the purpose of impressing the seamen of the Blen« 
helm; but these opinionated mariners agree to 
differ** from the nien-ofiwar’s men, and armingthem- 
selves with harpoons, Greenland knives, and spears, 
resolutely oppose their coming on board. The 
Nautilus sloop of wmr, having by this time joined 
the other two, also sends a boat,, and fires nmre 
than thixiiy shot into her with intent to bring her 
to/* but without effect, A deadly struggle ensues ; 
and the seamen of the whale ship fire a swivel, 
loaJe4y^bh''|yape’-‘shot,.^into the meu-df-wax"*® boats, 
'aiid’ d^perately 'wouhde’d two ^ men and '•an officer ; 
and at la,^t their 'opyonenfe ' On'e nf the. 

wounded men dies in the hospital the next night, 
and the life of another is despaired of ; wherenixon 
a coroner’s jury sit on the body of the seaman de» 
ceased, and return a verdict of wilful murder against 
a pei’son unknown. Meanwhile, the crew of -the 
Blenheim have x’eached the shore and concealed 
themselves-— -none . of them being wounded, I 


M WMAzmEi 

■ if any on€i-.nf them ha<i baen-kOled, and, the' 

sain#' coroner’^ jury. had sat on tko. corpse, ' what 
would haye, been the verdict, upon Mm, I mast not- 
omit to that, ■ the day, .after, this abominable 

, affray,' warimts are issued -for the apprehension o{ 
such of the Blenheim’s crew as had been identified 
by the crews of the men-of-war’s boats. My Mag 
does not state if they are captured or not j but our 
friend the Habeas Corpos being still absent, I am 
not without missing for them if they are arrested.^ 
On the second of August an event takes place 
with which most readers of the annals of the stage 
must be familiar. Mr, John Palmer, a favourite 
actor, while enacting the part of The Stranger’' in 
the liivarpooi Theatre, drops down dead upon the 
st^ge. Ha is buried on the thirteenth, at Warton, 
near Liverpool, and on the tombstone (with ques- 
tionabla.taste) are engraven these awfully significant 

TKere is another and a better world.®* 

My Mag, to add to the vulgar horror of the cata- 
strophe, states that these very words were the last 
he uttered on earth j but a reference to the text of 
The Stranger” will show that the words in ques- 
tioi^.are in the part of Mrs, Haller, ... ^ ' 

On the sixth of September my Mag chronicles 
the result of six informations heard before the 
magistrates at Bow Street, London, and laid by tlie 
Stamp 'Office against Mr, suffeiiug,": 

in his room in Old Bound Oourt, Strand, sundry 




FBi-soDs W reaa tfte “X>aiiy AdTeriizei-” and other 
nevrapapers, for tlie consideration of one penny 
each. The offence being held to be clearly made 
out, Mr. Williams is convicted in the penalty of 
five pounds on each information ; " which is certainly 
sufficient,” sagely concludes my Mag, to “convince 
the proprietors of reading-rooms that newspapers 
mu^ not be among the number of the publications 
which they suffer to be read for hire, or, as they call 
,(®y Mag is ironical), admissi|p‘&ioney.” Prom 
which it . would, appear likewise that, even penny 
news-rooms have had their persecutions and their 
martyrs. ^ Ludicrously and inconsistently enough 
my Mag in thus pleasantly recording Mr. Williams’s 
malpractices, does so in an “Historical Chronicle” 
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oa_ J plitt 0ollias % 'Gailty— Beati, ' !I1i6 jaexfe day, 

‘ th# aigiiteea% t veidty-fitB smeix are tried on board 
tbe Bliip Gladiator, at Portsmoutlx, for mutiny. 
'ITineteeii- are fotmd Guilty-- Daatb. Thirteen are' 
executed ; two are to have two hundred lashes ^ 
two one hundred ; and one is acquitted. On the 
twentieth, Mr. Silvester, the common-serjeant at 
the Old Pailey, pronounces judgment (Death) upon 
ten men and four women. Twenty-six are to 
be transported, twenty-six imprisoned, and two 
whipped. And so from month to month ^JJinety- 
eight puisnes the even tenor of its way. The 
awful example’’ harvest is unvaryingly fruitful ; 
but it would be w’-earisome to continue recording 
statistics of each hemp crop. 

Mr. Babatier, impressed with the prevalence of 
poverty and crime in ’Uinety-eight^ attempts to 
elucidate their causes. One gt*eat cause of poverty, 
according to this gentleman, is in buying of un- 
profitable food/’ ^^Tea and bread and butter/’ he 
says, is a very unprofitable breakfast for working 
people.” Cheese and porter are still worse. The 
former of these have very little nourishment, and 
the latter is costly.” Unfortunately, Mr. Babatier 
does not pdfet out the profitable food. A paramount 
cause of poverty & keeping a pig; pig, if it 
rims about, consumes time in looking after it j it 
frequently gets into the pound, and eats up the 
scraps of the family where there should be none ; 
it occasions .the boiling of victuals merely for the 
sake of the pot-liquor; and then this stunted, half- 
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starved creattire must be fattened.®* I vender tlmt- 
in Mr. Sabatiei-’s virtuous indignation against tbe 
pig, be did not add, in aggravation of its crimes, 
that it squeaks in infancy and grunts vlien grown 
up, and tbat in feeding it puts its foot in tie trougli, 
quite ungenteelij. Giving cliiidren pence to buy 
tarts is, in Mr. Sabatier’s eyes, a heinous offence, 
and ^variably productive of poverty. He clenches 
|3^ argument by. a moral piece on the downfall of 
the . eldest son of a peer, who was reduced by im- 
providence (beginning with penny tarts) to the sad 
necessity of enlisting as a common soldiex*. 

The causes of crime, Mr*. Sabatier ascribes, among 
others, to fixing the same punishment to different 
crimes, the greater of which has a tendency to 
conceal the. lesser : To impunity as in unconditional 
pardon, or in commuting death into transportation : 
To the confinement of prisoners before trial in idle- 
ness and bad company : To allowing legal passages 
fpr ’escape J To proscribing a man’s character by 
vh^ible. ‘dismemberment, such , as public^. whipping, 
■tlie piUo.ry,;-or the stocks : To legaliz'in^ or. 
not^roMbiting, pawnbrokers- ^^andhther receivei^ f 
To permitting profligate characters to .fill the reli- 
^ous ministry ; To non-residence aflU neglect of 
incumbents : To permitting mendicity : To suffering 
sedition ists to escape punishment ; To allowing 
temptations to lie in the \vay of poor people, such 
as game and wood in forests : To the sale of spiri- 
tuous liquors and lottery tickets : To .levying high 
duties on foreign commodities, and thereby en- 



eouragittg smuggliug. '' • AiQoug a irairiety. of' aotioBB: 
emmemtly germatie to ’3Sritiiety-eigM,''Mr. Sal)atier^ 

it will be seen, is in some respects -many yeark in: 
idvanee of it* ' ■-■'■• 

Bo I lay by my Mag for tbe present* Years 
bence, perhaps, oiir grandchildren may take np some 
exploded magazine for this present year j; and, as 
they turn it cursorily over, wonder how such things, 
therein recorded, could ever have been* I sincerely 
trust, however, that little advanced as we may be, 


gression towards ^Hinety-eight 



AMOHa otier desiderata of tlxis Iramorbns age — 
Tnitli, for instance^ Honesty, Faitli, and boots that 
■will wear for two montbs — there are few of wlifcb 
we stand in snob immediate need — few that we scf ' 
earnestly desire — ^few that would be of such use 
and benefit to this electro-plated society of ours — as 
Men. A Man now-a-days is decidedly a far rarer 
item in natural bistory than a blaob swan. He is 
so rare, so difficult to be met with, that there seems 
to be a danger of bis becoming fabulous, like tbe 
phmnix, or extinct like tbe dodo, or unique like 
that celebrated specimen of tbe Saurian species, tlie 
Oody bird/* one of wbicb, and one only, came 
OYCr, it is well known, in two ships. A friend of 
mine oboe told me that be bad occasion to attempt 
tlie negotiation of a small loan of ready money from 
a substantial mercbant in one of tbe wealthiest sea- 
ports in tbe north of England, He failed. Sir,” 
said the man be would have borrowed from, striking 
at tbe same time a weighty cash-box with one band, 
and jingling sovereigns in bis trousers-pocket with 
tbe otber, byway of giving force to bis asseveration, 
There is m rmmy in Mull” And there was not, 
in tbe way be meant it, although be was a town- 
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couacillor, and liad ships on the seas, and a coach 
to ride in, and was worth fifty thoiosand pounds. I 
use an anfiogous chain of reasoning when I say we 
arc short of men in these latter days, although the 
population of London exceeds two millions, and 
new swarms of parisli brats are born every day. 
We have cliques, coteries, ^^sets,*^ ^^parties,^’ ^^schools/* 
^^stalfs,'* circles, '' more or less, '^well informed’' — 
but no men. Olubbism has been carried to its 
fullest extent — a miserable, peddling *J oint-stock 
jShcieti anom^me system has pervaded every state 
and condition of life. It is mtolei'able. Give me 
a Man, even if he be a rogue. Let f%^UGk lend me 
ducats, instead of the Imperial Bill Biscountzng 
Company (provisionally registered). Let Mr. 
Biudyer review this article and fiay me, rather 
than 1 should be anonymously sneered at by the 
men on the Mudlark” literary journal. Give me 
one Aretino to libel me, rather than a hundred 
good-natured people” to tell lies about me ! Who 
would not rather hear one Abelard lecture, than be 
told what the Bniversity of Stinkomalee ^^set” 
think of literature and art ? Give me Sylla sooner 
than the thirty tyiunts I Let me black the Emperor 
Soulouque’s boots, and have him alone to kick me, 
in preference to being a waiter at the Cut-and- 
come-again Club, with six hundred masters, all witJi 
a fractional property in my services, and a fractional 
privilege bf bullying me. I should like to be a 
Man myself ; but I am'* alive to the humiliating 
truth that many tailors possess a larger share of 
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individual iLumanitj than I do. I am but one of 
so many people/’ a member of oertain^*^sets/* a 
disciple of somebody’s school/’ I can’t abuse my 
enemies, or love my friends, because they are or are 
not in ^Hhe same boat” with me. There would 
seem to be some little chance for a man to asseii 
hie manhood in this little Train of^'burs# 

We lire a Bepublio, and do not hide our' heads and 
haad-eunning under the anonymous and Irrespon- 
sible “ We’j” but were we fourscore times Men, 
every single one of us, the public would not believe 
in our individuality. The Public (I hate that noun 
of quantity, signifying many fools) will persist in 
setting us down as so many “ clever young men.” 
I would much'Sqoner write the poem of The Lump 
of Dirt,” than be thought clever. There is an idiot, 
I believe, who considers us to be a ‘^fast set /’ and 
I shudder for the time when the reviewer of some 
sporting newspaper will speak of us as Groom- 
bridgeVlot”' ^^ven.Mr. Gtobmbi^dge is mot a 
He is ’but a fraction of a firm, and one of the 
fathers^ of' the ‘Bow#” . /There is too much 'Of, 'this-': 
'of' Joint C.omptoie%' cliqu'esj ^ts, dhfe^'wd 

corporations, with neither souls to be saved, nor 
bodies to be kicked. I would rather be alone, and 
as bare as a robin, than a tenth-part proprietor of 
Mr. Moses’s wardrobe. Oh I for a tub, and to be 
Diogenes — ^yet that would serve my turn but little, 
for there are five hundred Diogenes now in London j 
they are as numerous as letter-^writing Madame de 
S6vign% in Paris, or Prince Galitahs' in Busris# 
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’Very once in a way, wanderiag. Iliroagli 
tik chattering^ stereotyped^i back-scratchiag^ caw 
me mw thee^^ mmaraderm (we ha^ire, no English 
equiyalont the term, or I would scorn the 
French) of a desert^ we come upon a Man — a thing 
with a heart, and a hand, and feet, and brains — 
man who can think, and talk, and act for himself — 
can go to the Deuce, if need be, for himself, without 
going to perdition because it is the fashion, or be-' 
cause the Gut-and-come-again. Club” go there too. 
I take true Tlxomas Carlyle to be a man ; but I 
honestly declare that I know no other Hying writer 
who is entirely and independently manly. They 
Iiaye all, the great masters even, some skeleton 
conventionalities in their house, some reticence of 
honest assertion ; they kiss their thumbs instead of 
the Book, and tell the truth, but half the truth, or 
something else besides the truth. I . think that 
Getmm poet, Heine — paralysed, bedridden, living 
corpse as he is — to be a Man, and a great one, I 
don’t think it would be a bull to assert my belief 
that Miss HTightingaie is a Man — every inch of hex\ 
Mr. Euskin is a Man — but unfortunately he is a 
madman into the bai’gain. Mr. John Everett 
Millais has much that is genuinely manly in Ms 
composition, ' He only wants a few more -summers 
to pass over his head, he only wants the nonsense 
knocked out of him by a wholesome course of sound, 
honest, inisparing abuse, and he will be a Man of 
Mem , . 

Tnxst me, manhood is 'a most' proiOitable invest- 
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meni It is a capital thing to in’’ for; tlioxigli, 
to be sux*e, manj of ns do set tip for men, and are 
incontinently detected in grinning, unt-cracking, . 
and banging on to tree-boughs by otir tails, like 
homely apes as we are. But the world will recog- 
nise a man when the genuine article is manifest. 

We tolerate, we obey, we laud, we crouch and ^uail 
before one , of the most jSnished and disreputable 
scoundrels that this world perhaps has ever seen — 
that slowly cruel, torpidly ruthless, lethargically, 
logically abandoned Incarnation of Will^ — ^he who 
iias understood the transmutation of metals so well 
as to change a golden scefjtre into a rod of iron 
where to rule forty millions of people : we 
cringe under his rod like hounds, and hail him 
Imperator, not for his name sake, he is a scandal to 
it — not because he is Porphyrogcnitns, he is but 
heir to a kingdom of shreds and ..patches, and his 
%^ery birth is doubtful — not. for his antecedents, 
they are infamous — not for our conh deuce . in his 
intentions, he is perjured — but for Iiis manhood. 

He- is \ a Maxi»„ ,IIe'’ can ,say- Yo el'^Eey/* He' ■>' 
speaks his own speeches, ancl prescribes, and cheats, 
and tyrannizes not vicariously, but of himself. He 
is a sublime egotist and a great Man, 

Prom the great king Agamemnon to a poor play 
actor : from one who writes himself Basileus bj the 
Grace of God, and the national will” (and ids 
own), to Me. Bobson, of the Boyal Olympic Theatre, 
Wycii Street, London, seems at first a transition as 
violent as from the sublime to tlie ridiculous—- 
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Lombam* Sire# to a obina oraBge^HeliogabaliiS: 
to, Jack the painter — Aaron with Hs rod to Pro-^* 
fessor Anderson with his inexhanstible battle. But 
on nearer examination I think it will be found that 
the plajer deserves as distinctive a place on the roll 
of Men as the emperor. I claim, and believe, and 
assert Kobsok to be a Man — in his Art, I mean,*^ 
in private life (and I take this O2')portimit7 of men- 
tioning that I have not the slightest personal 
acquaintance with him, and, to my knowledge, 
never met him with the paint off his face Jn mj 
life) he is but one of so many stereotyj>ed millions 
of tax-payers and readers of T/ie Times newspaper. 
A*s an artist I recognise in Mm will, power, indi- 
viduality, independence, originality, thought. He 
stands out alone ; he has in his vocation no peers : 
no man’s mantle — Bannister’s, Bow ton’s, Shuter’s, 
Emery’s — has fallen H|)on him ; but he. has made a 
cloak for himself out of the i^ags and tatters t)f the 
lamentable dramatic cast-off clothes shop, and wears 
and keeps it right royally. Guai a chi la iocca. 
He transmits to us neither the traditions of Better- 
ton, nor of Garrick, nor of anybody; but he will 
transmit to our own grandchildren the traditions of 
Eobson, In a state of the drama utterly degraded 
and contemptible, (but not moribund : the drama is 
as deathless as the human jmssions it should por- 
tray,) he has made a name — a position. He has 
inflaence : he is an Institution, He is a Man, and 
so, adhering to the principle of speaking of a man 
as we hnd Jiim, I, , having found him, will now 
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speak of him. So come aloBgj Mr* Bohsoi^ and , lj| 
criticised. 

We *^go to see Bobson/’ aiM.that is perhapfj^^^ 
of the strongest evidences of Ms individnalitj. It 
can be said of scarcely any other actor of the 
present day. We don’t go to see Mr. Benjamin 
Webster specially; but we drop in at half-price at 
the Adelphi Theatre : we remember the next day 
that*^in a particular piece we saw Mr. Webster act 
like the, cai^efnlj painstaking, observant, conscien- 
tious, appreciative comedian as he is. We go to 
the Haymarket, and are amused by Compton’s 
dryness and Buckstone’s drollery; but to see them 
personally was not the only object, of our visit. 
We went to see some farce by J ohn Oxenford or 
Boberfc Brough, in which Biickstone and Compton 
were supposed to be very funny. People don’t go 
to see Wright, at least I don’t, seeing that I would 
prefei^wMking ten miles to avoid Mr. Wright alto- 
gether. I don’t think that I am singular either in 
saying that I would rather witness the ^‘^Crame of 
Bpectiktion” (though the play is, indeed, hut a bald 
translation of. the inimitable Mercadet”) without 
Charles Mathews, , than Charles Mathews without 
the ‘^Game of Speculation.” Mr. Alfred Wigan, 
again, is an accomplished actor, an excellent mimic, 
an always amusing foot-light companion; Mr. 
Emery is characteristic, picturesque, and always 
sensible.; yet I would as soon go to Jericho as to 
Wych Street if Emery and Wigan were the only 
attmctions of that .itnsavory thoroughf^ire* There 
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are you tW* tli-oy 'pkf tlhoilp guinea ' 

for', an opoiu-sMll spooially to see Oarito* .^Dou|’t 

tfeoiin .., Twenty sbillings out of tie' soora 
and one are paid for the half hundred pair of legs 
in pink fleshings. I am sure no man in Ms senses 
"would make a special pilgrimage to Oxford Street 
specially to see that vain little man, hard by the 
American Stores, who mistakes a plenitude of 
upholstery for arShseological lore, an abundance of 
“supers’’ for a restitution of the text of Shakspeare, 
and fanoi^'hilhwll;,; au' actpr-becau^ life was 

A «!l4''#o wipe King .Heni'y ' 

the other night,. but: I amount exaggerping whenl 
state. that I left the_ theatre in a 'state of foggy.- 
uncertainty as to the identity of the actor. who^Jias 
misrendered Wolse^; and to this, hour I cannot 
. make. up my .Mind as- -to, whether’ it was- , 
'Campdmj who was tlt y^ lMinutive thing wit-h the 
hatchet face, or Lord j&dsy who spoke as though 
b6:h»d''a:€old In his head. , ' ' 

But we go to see Kohsom He is the attraction 
of the Olympic Theatre j to see him we .brave the 
perils of Wycli Street, and the carriages of the 
polite world set down with their horses’ heads 
^towards Temple . Bai', and block up Drury Lane. 
"Seeing. ,.i.Eohspn’*'* was one of tfe few .-London 
, attractions that the» editor of Tk & . Timm (a deals'll 
■ sighted man, dishonest one) ooukl enume- 

rate among tliO' notable sights fit to be offered to 
the, foreign visitor to London.' It is as imperative 
to see Eobson, as to seO’S^-BattFs, or the Falls of 
13*— -3 
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Niagara;,, oi” tlie Eleplianfc.” I verily Believe tliafc 
if the Olympic vrere a barn, and Wych Street a 
sewer (it is not much better) ; if the stage were 
merely so many boards on tressels ; if there were 
no better scenes than placards with ^^This^is a 
chamber,” ^^This is a forest,” inscribed on theni.^ if 
the audience had to stand up during the ner ^fc ^ 
ance, and there were no better drehestra a 
blind fiddler, or a boy with the bones; if' SCr. 
Eobson played Michcraft in the idniform of a captain t 
in, the guards — as Garrick played Macbeth — or in a j 
waterproof siphonia, or in a sack, or (saving ydur \ 
presence) in a full suit of buff, the people would | 
still crowd to see him, would still, from the highest : 
to the lowest, throw up their caps, and cry 
Eobson 1 Evde Eobson !” 

Why 1 The reason I think is simple and palpable, J 
Why? Because to been' given an "I 

insight into the human and the power of ' | 

delineating human .passions. He does not create— ^ 
at least he ought not to attempt creation, for his j 
efforts 'of unmitigated, oxuginality are simply mid- 
summer madness.; full of genius, but incoherent and 
oppressive as a night-mare — but it is his to seize, to 
demonstrate, to drag up from the depths of the soul 
the latent, seldom seen, more seldom understood, 

- emotions that make up the .sum of humanity. He 
is a voyanL He is the JBodach Glas of human | 
character. ' All the petty meannesses, the crawling j 
spites, the grovelling desires, the pettish capAes ; | 
all the spasms of malice, of envy, and of hatred ; all I 



the insolence^ the sarcasm, the anger, the impotent 
malevolencB, the one’s own heart-eating, the cun- 
the hypocrisj, Ihe transitions of misery ^ | p 
happiness, of supplication and refusal, of elation and 
depression, of snilenness and frenzy, of determina* 
tion and irresolution ; all the howls of a wild beast 
pent np in a man’s body ; all the little vestiges of 
human feeling sometimes evoked from the breast of 
a seeming tiger, lights and shades, sunshine and 
clouds, smiles and tears, the evil and the good, the 
rascally and the sublime, Eobson is master of them 
ajJ. When he acts, you see a Man before you^often 
contemptible, often detestable, but always natural 
But it is not a man in evening dress, with his hand 
on his heart, and My dear fellow” *on his rotten 
lips. Eobson has many rivals in mere character” 
parts ; Wigan, Charles Mathews, Webster, Leigh 
Murray, are better mimes than ha Emery sur- 
passes him in the art of dressing and playing a man 
with a wooden leg, or a man with a bald head, or a 
man in a passion, or in liquor. I don’t think he 
would excel as a stage* Irishman, or a stage French- 
man, or a stage Yorkshire man — ^though he would 
play all wonderfully. But he shows us the man 
turned imide ou$. He wears his soul on his sleeve, 
lie shows us the inner life. He shows us not only 
Prometheus, but Prometheus’s vulture- torn liver. 
He lets us behind the scenes of his heart. His 
words are not cloaks to conceal his thoughts : you 
divine the innermost thought, and the man’s heart 
of hearts by lus talk, in a gasp, a half-uttered ejaeu- 
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latioii, a smothered eurse^ a scream. His speech is 
transluceat. ‘ The Man grand, palfery, noblej, 
,jjfeble, loveable, hateful, stands out before you, 
naked as a confession by Jean Jacques. 

All this is done without ostentation, without 
effort, without apparent -exertion of the means of 
art The end comes before you suddenly, unex- 
pectedly. . He is not a Paganini fiddling on one 
string;; you do not marvel becatise he can' play the 
Carnival de Vmim on a small-tooth obmb, he rather 
reminds me of an -^olian harp played upon by the 
windLat its wild will. His physical qualifioatiq^S 
are few, .He is an agile dancer ; he has 
ful command of voice in pitch and intonatic^^Ahd 
is a , passable ; _but his stature is sn^l^fifei^ ^ 

pretence mean, his gait exaggerated, hia&ce 
any way remarkable for expression. In Fdkiaff's 
' r^ged ;regiment he mightihavobeen countedis any 
other, younger. son of 'A yb'dngelr brother, “ food , 

for powder/^ and good enough to fill a pit/' In 
street, I have heard' fid ilpoks dike itia|' .other 
'Ordinary ^little man; sobSty'ibe^ is^^iapd^t and 
unassuming, fitting. opppsil© ^o‘ Jhe'Olytnpio 
dross circle -you -might, w#e' ijrdd'"ignbifant of his 
antecedents, mistake him for a gentleman ‘^ engaged 
for general utility,” or for the -performance of the 
un}>retending part known in theatrical argot of 

CJiarhs hisfriend,^^ Suddenly you find yourself 
listening to a man pos>s6Ssed by a devil ; you are 
riding through the air on a broomstick to a witch’s 
Sabbath ; a wild horse is running away with>you ; 
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|iav6' la&gMtig**gas. applied to your nostrils ^ you .^ro 
in hyst^rioS' j you go uiad y.aiid it is only? after 

fiobtotf’ pi^yi^g an. -absurd part in a sorry 
burlesque by Hr. Jam^ Eobinson Plancbe, Eouge- 
• ' 'croix Pursuivant at Arms*” — ^ / 

This 3 Paay be turgid fustian, and not criticism, but 
iti is true. Go and see Robson in the Discreet 
Princesses.’^ In bis antics and bis oaperings, bis 
bellomngs and cbucklings, bis monstrous gesticula- 
tions, bis abrupt transitions of voice, bis outrageous 
^ricatures oftvebemence, bis simple buffoonery and 
Fmuggiiig’Vin -tbe .midst of your convulsions, of 
laughter at bis most excellent ^ fooling— there wdl 
suddenly come upon you a feeling sharp and, thrill- 
ing as a galvanic shock, .and very nearly akin to 
'* terror# There' is method in the man’s madness. 
All these uncouth gibes and mouthings, these nods 
and becks, mean someiking : you roar with laughter 
at a superlatively ridiculous ejaculation , of “ Mmps 
you suddenly find yourself shuddering. Is the man 
laughing at you, and himself, and all the worlds 
Is he showing you a parti-coloured souli^s well as 
a parti-coloured body ? Is this mountebank-seeming 
actor, in fine, incarnating for you, for a Dhristmas 
night’s amusement, the sceva indigmtia of Swift, 
ihefroide raillerie ofYoItaire, the sardonic merri- 
ment of Rabelais, overlaying bitter truths in gross 
buffoonery, dressing his satire in ^^gros Bel^^ as Har- 


modius dressed Ms steel in myrtle % Little children 
read Gulliver f they reck nothing of the mad 
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rage that tore Jonathan Swift’s ritals while he read 
it;, and what burning sneers lurk like adders in those 
seeming good-natured lies. Little children see 
jJobson dance the Lancashire clog dance in the 

Yellow Dwarf,” and caricature Charles Kean’s 
shins in the ghost scene in the “ Three Princess’s/’ 
but who shall saj— Bah i am I to go to Wych 
Street for Symbolism 1 When Mr. Buskin wrote 

Modern Paintei's/^ it is said that Turner, glancing 
over the book, expressed his opinion that the writer 
was an Ass, and pretended to know a great deal 
more of his (Turner’s) meaning in his pictoes than 
he did himself.. Why can’t I take Mi% Eobson for 
granted? He may be, after all, but an eccentric 
actor making use of the best means at his disposal 
for amusing a holiday audience ; but of a surety he 
frightens me sometimes. 

The first time I ever saw Bpbson was^ I believe, 
under the. management of Mr. Barren, in the cha- 
racter of Shylock, in. a travestie of the ** Merchant 
of Yenice/’ He had played, I think, in .a similar 
travestie Macbeth/’ pjtfyipgsly^ I have seen and, 
admired hpi since then in almost every character he 
has attempted, from, in the Wandering 
Minstrel/’ to the Blighted Being.” It is my con- 
viction that his last impersonation — that of Frlm^ 
Elchcmfi in the Discreet Princesses” — is as im- 
measurably the best I have yet seen him in, as the 
piece itself is uiimistakeabiy the worst I ever wit- 
nessed, In deformity, Hobson is always at home ; 
hvitiuth^ ¥^U(m Dw(wfl^^ was cramped and fet- 



' ' , ' '..'SOBSoi, ' :• ' . '201 

terel by the sapetnatual' nature of tie part. Hs 
badl meraly to play a malevolent sprite— a mis:- 
cWeyotis little gnome— and he played it admirably ; 
bnt it is in the man hend that he eiccels i moral de- 
formity fa his forte. “ Deformed persons,” we read 
in THE Esmys, " are commonly even with nature ; 
for as nature has done ill by them, so do they by 
nature, being for the most part (as the Scripture 
saith) 'void of natural affection 'and so they have 
their revenge of nature.” Thus writes the " greatest, 
wisest, meanest of mankind.” I do not suppose TVTr. 
Eobson to be a student of Bacon (1 only quote Mm 
myself, because I came upon the passage accidentally 
in an odd volume 1 purchased for fourpence at a 
bookstall, and thought the words apposite) ; hut he 
has assuredly, though perhaps unconsciously, justi- 
hed the philosopher’s remarks. In you see 

the unceasing longing to be « revenged on nature” 
for her ill-treatmmit ; the life-long rage at his de- 
formity, the fierce resolve to have change for the 
hump out of somebody — the abilities and energies 
perverted, to be able to retaliate on the world ; the 
boldness of the wretch exposed to scorn; the in- 
dustiy in watching the weaknesses of others that hsiUp' 
may hare something to repay. The deformity pei^*^ 
vMes yon everywhere without its being insisted on. 

_Xt is scarcely apparent in Ms dress hut the heart 
IS hunched, the soul squints, the mind fa bow-leg»ed 
the feehngs are wall-eyed, the passions high-shoul- 

There are some persons who aver and maintain 
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tliat EobsQti is property a tmgediaa ; and tliat, be 
cause be is passionate^ because be can be pathetic, 
be could sustain anj one of tbe ebamcters in the 
Sbakspearian repertory, Sucb persons do not know 
wbat they are talking about. In tbe tragedian we 
expect (and I think need) artifice as well as art. 
Tbe tragedian must be, to a certain extent, conven- 
tional, u'nreal,;like H$ language. Men do not speak 
in blaiifc versd^ cwr .in continual nletapbor. In real 
life- we want tbe I” A man will 'ic»tcb -bis , 

■ bead, at a funeral, but it could not be tolerated if 
be were to do it in Brutus* A tragedian ought not 
to blow bis nose even. Ramlet taking snuff would 
be preposterous; but I think Mr, Hobson would 
and must do all these things, and more, in a purely 
tragic character, or be would be painfully dull and 
lifeless. In the tragedian we expect,, and’ require 
tbe noble presence, the sonorous voice, tbe dignified 
gesture, tbe measured accent, the fiowing robe. 
King Lmr must go mad like a gentleman. BruMs 
must fall on bis sword In a dignified manner; Bob- 
son would make him skulk into a washhouse, and 
cut Ms'weasand with’ a' peBkfiife.,y;3Elobion, like , 
^Rembrandt, like Hogartb, jbu 'tie realitim 
passion, of this poor, frail, ludicrous human 
nature, with its miserable necessities, its ignoble 
thoughts, its paltry desires. Eafaelle paints you an 
altar-piece, a Jacob’s Tisxon, or a Woman taken in 
Adultery, calm, grand, tranquil, sweet ; but Eem- 
brandt or Hogarth give you a cow-boy sprawling in 
a sodden sleep, or a Dutch wanton blubbering be- 
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ialm -m^d scmtck iMir hub how- 
>gr^iiid tod temWe ^they , €i*r6 1 How' tragic tioj oaa' 
‘ b.e wittoiit being tegedians I ■ ’ ' 

I think Bobnon could play Bhyloch (tbe real one), 
and I am sure he would give us a splendid notion 
of Bor I, for one at least, want a tho- 

roughly BOW reading of this little-understood cha- 
racter. My private ojnnion of the Prince of Den- 
mark is, that he was a great deal 'more mad than 
peopleimagined{ifyoE,were'tp know 'how mad I 
was theta would be a commission d$ hmoMca to- 
morrow) ; that he was devoured by the spleen ; that 
he had behaved very badly to OpMm ; that he used 
to « mug’* himself with cold gin-and-water ; that he 
had the profoundest contempt for Ematio; that he 
was immensely vain, rather good-looking, and tka^ 
lifB hdd (Kf clubfoot* I want Mr, Hobson to show us 
such a Ed^fiiet the Eaims as this- — hypochondriacal, 
capricious, pettish, misanthropic, soured, disap- 
pointed, tyrannical, seMsh, depraved, yet with some 
noble aspirations, some godlike qualities. There 
was such a Prince of Denmark who died at Misso- 
loughi thirty jears ago.' 

So, with the strongest advice to Mr, Ptobson to 
undertake the study of Ea^nlet^ I must lay down 
my pen and leave him. tittle more advice I have 
to. give him. I cannot recommend Mm to addict 
Mmself to book learning j it would not do him any 
good, I opine, and has brought some people to a 
pretty pasa . Even poor Charles Kean might have 
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made a toleral)Ie Eosencrantz by this time if he had 
not talcen to reading Stowe. I cannot advise Eoh- 
son to study his fellow-actors— he is immeasurably 
above them alL But let him continue his studies 
nevertheless. In courts and alleys, in hospitals, 
madhouses, and gaols, in law-courts, and pawnshops, 
and chapels-of-ease, in taprooms, parlours, and Bel- 
gravian di^wing-rooms, he will find a never-failing 
store of things human to observe and study. Let 
him continue reading the Book of Human Life, On 
the stage, as it is, I know no man who has read it 
so fully and so well. 


” r'j* ’‘t, *'* 



Eafaelle, the Angel-lironer; Guido with hisheaven- | 

ward turned rfeages ; the’ ghost— stalwart, grim, I 

awful — of Michael Angelo Buonarotti, pointing with I 

a giant han4* from the midst of the gemmed raiment I 

and rich carnations of Sebastiano del Piombo ; with 
these the giund old white-bearded man 'Piziano 
Vecelli, so affectionately called by his countrymen 
the Titian^ with hues as gorgeous as his own "Venice. 

Such are my glorious company in one of the shabby 
suite of shabby rooms near Charing Cross, ealled (in 
a spirit of polite irony, I presume) the Pfational 
Gallery. Shabby, paltry, in bad taste, miserably 
inefficient as these rooms may be for the purposes 
they were intended to fulfil, while I have these 
great masters of Art around me I can forgive and 
forget the ugly hive that holds so many sweets : the 
barn-like frontage, the mustard-p<Jfc dome, and 
pepper-box cupolas. I am not alone. The Grena- 

* It is a matter of historical tradition that the figures ia 
SebaatiaBo del Kombo’s great picture of the Eaiaiag.of lazarus 
were drawn by Michael Angelo, who wished to pit the, Venetian 
pamter against Eafaelle, and, knowing the proficiency of Sebas- 
tia^jp as a colourist and his weakness as a draughtsman, designed 
his picture for him. ° 
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dier Barracks may be close beliind me, \vit1i most 
tinromantic fifing and drumming in fcbe yard thereof 
for ever calling discordant echoes from the purlieus 
of Leicester Sqxtare ; with inartistical -looking pri-* 
vates lolling out of monotonous windows, with doors 
jamb-studded by lance corporals returning from the 
fatigue duty of carrying home their better halves’ 
baskets of newly-mangled linen, the neighbouring 
sky may be obscured by puffy steam issuing from 
the work-a-day baths and wmsh-houses. There may 
be little charity children, hard by, droning forth 
spelling-lessons in St. Martin’s Schools. Ballow, 
paupers may be uncomfortably stone-breaking, 
oakum-picking, bone-crushing, handmill-grinding, 
all in direct opposition to good taste and the ad- 
vancement of the Kne Arts, in the inner yards of 
St. Martin's workhouse ; but I can condone all their 
commonplace delinquencies, and all the shortcomings 
of the locality, the entourage, the population, Cock- . 
spur Street with its hideous, statue, St. Martin's 
Lane, the ginger-beer fountain^ the post they have 
stuck Fdson onl Sere, in the one pair front of the 
K'ational ftalleryj,'! c4n iralk'‘fehvtfe’"p^ad 06 & in 
the rainbow-iiJkrbled palace of Lido; good Master 
Bteenwyck my gentleman usher. I can bide undex’ 
the trees with" Later /Eneas in the storm. I can 
tremble when Lazarus rises, and weep when the 
Angel lifts His auburn tresses in pious’ Brancia's 
canvas. I can fondle the little Mnb that Saint John 
k leading in the deseirt, ean'wipb the moistufe fcqfii 
the sFiiamiug eyes of the Gevartius of Tandflk, ’ 
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can count tie farrows in the forty per cent, face of 
llembrandt’s Jewish Eabbi. 

Bat not for these is my admiration, sir, to-day. 
My frying-pan (to be vulgar) is for other feh. I 
am spell-bound by the canvasses of another painter, 
newly gone to his reward — taken too soon (though 
his years had come to those that can be counted but 
as labour and sorrow) from us and Art — whose birth 
and death were both of modern date; but who is 
surely as old a master as any of the Samsons of 
the brush— as any strong Gyas or strong_||lloanthas 
of the easel and maulstick here present. Broximate 
to where Claude Loraine is toying with the Queen 
of Sheba, stands Joseph William Mallord Turner 
a-buMding of Carthage with bricks of gold and silver 
and jewels. And that builder against the French- 
man for any stake you like to mention ! 

Few of us there be but have laughed, long and 
loudly, at the monstrous splodges of colour the mar- 
vellous man sent of late years to the Eoyal Academy 
exhibitions, and bade us, authoritatively, reverence 
as pictures. What jokes we made ? what humorous 
censures wo passed upon those eccentric perform- 
ances ! Nom that the Master is dead,4he evil that 
he did lies buried with him. For all his faults, and 
eccentricities, and madnesses (if you wiil), we will 
proudly and lovingly remember our Englishman as 
the greatest landscape-painter the world ever saw. 
Such, at least, be rmj remembrance of Joseph Turner,' 
the barber’s son, who was the Milton of his art— * 
who painted the “Shipwreok” and the “ Building 
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of Cartilage” — wlio sleeps the great sound sleep now 
in the Cathedral Cburcli of Saint Paul, but wlio 
lives and holds liis own against all comers among 
tlie greatest of the ancient masters in our Gallery. 

And, filling mine eyes with the building of Car- 
thage, the nascent palaces, and growing terraces, 
and embryo fountains, I turn, in thought, from 
Carthage built to Carthage ruined. Musing upon 
the delended city, slowly, sadly rise before me the 
shadows of its greatness — visions of its magnificence, 
its decadmice, its various fortunes and woes, its 
headlong fall, its utter erasure and blotting out from 
the roll of cities. 

Stand, Pilgrim, on the summit of Byrsa, and gaze 
upon the ruins of Carthage, for it hath its ruins yet : 
yea, to this day, in spite of railroads and submarine 
telegraphs and tourists from Peckhani Eye poking 
about the Levant in the steam-boats of the Penin- 
sular and Oriental Steam Navigation Company. 
The ruins of Carthage resembling those of Sparta : 
meagre in data, too shattered to confirm, too dila- 
pidated to elucidate, they yet cover a considerable 
space. Gaze, Pilgrim (shading thine eyes from the 
Lot African sun, though the year is not jet older 
than its second month), fig-trees and olive-trees 
vspread forth their earliest leaves; the' haughty 
angelica, the scrolled acanthus, foiun tufts of ver- 
dure scattered among starred and shapeless masses — 
rocks almost — of feverish marble, that once were 
temples, palaces, columns, amphitheatres. Par away 
in the distance gaze upon the Isthmus, upon the 
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' double sea, upon the hazj islands, upon .smiling 
plains, Mae lakes, and delicate} j rose-and*purpled 
lUDUiiljama, ^ upon ields, forests, ships,' aqueducts, 
Moorish Tillages, Moslem hex'mitages, minarets, and 
the white houses of Tunis the whilom piratical. 
Silent as are these hot plains (for the sun is high in 
the hearen, and few Tunisians cax'e to stir abroad 
in the daj-heat), legions of shadovTS of the men and 
women who have lired their course of life in Car- 
thage flit solemnly across the landscape; Dido, 
Bophonisba, and the noble spouse of Asdrubal; 
Hannibal and Marius j the 'Roman revenge^' and 
the Carthaginian women weaving their hair into 
l)ow*stmigs. These broad Afric lands . s'fcand no 
need of sowing with dragons' teeth for an army; of 
recollections to start np armed and appointed. Come 
the mailed men— the serried legions that fought at 
Soipio’s bidding. Comes the shadow of mica and 
of Cato’s house. Alas! that it should be but a 
shadow! Caprese yet can show the mins of the 
palace of Tiberius; but of Cato’s dwelling there 
remains nor stock, nor stone, nor vestige. Come 
the days of the barbarians— come rapine and slaugh- 
ter, and ruined houses and clioked-np fountains— 
come the Tandals, the terrible Vandals; and, no 
less ten-ible though more polished, Belisarius and 
his Byzantine hordes. Come the cruel Moors with 
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Ceusaber* An yon would know Iiow it sped witk, 
him in his last crusade, and how the Angel of Death 
struck him amid the ruins of Carthage, you shall 
hear in this my reverie. 

In God^s year 1269, Louis the T%velt‘th of France 
is no longer young. Cares of state and private sor- 
rows, fierce wars and pious vigils, have combined, ■ 
too, with years to enfeeble his health and bow his > 
erst stalwart frame. He cannot sit his charger for 
any length of time. His two-handed sword and 
massive triangular shield are burdens to him. His 
casque weighs heavily on his brow. Wearisome are 
the strong shirt of mail, the massive greaves, and ’ 

• cuissons, and jamb-plates. Saint Louis grow# old ^ 
and weak. But his soul is strong, and yearns* as 
vigorously as ever (piety prompting) for the redemp. 
tion of the Holy Land from the miscreant Paynirns. j 
His will is now, in the November of Ms life, to go j 
beyond sea once more, and do battle for the Cross, 
The great ones of the kingdom, haughty holders of 
ducal fiefs, mailed barons and belted knights, are ; 
summoned to Paris, and the King paints to them, | 
in colours, as vivid as he may, of the Christian woes | 
in Falestine-^of the perils of the Sepulchre and of 1 
the Holy Places. And not only of the dolours of J 
Palestine, but of the Christians of that Egypt and ' 
of that Alexandria of which St. Cyril once was : 
pastor — of that Africa in wdiose burning deserts j 
good Saint Jerome awed the savage Hons with the ; 
Word. And he declares his fixed solution to go, * 
armed, to succour his afflicted brethren in the East, ; 
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and to slatigliter (parentheticallj) tlio$e otBer 
brethren of bis wlio wear turbans and scimetars. 
They are to be remorselessly extirpated — ^for the 
greater glory of Heaven. So saying, lie tabes the 
cross from the hands of the Pope’s legate, and gives 
it to his two sons. 

The ducal hoffers, mailed barons, and belted 
knights take the cross also in great numbers, directly 
their lord the King has set the example. ..Piety 
becomes fashionable. Takes the cross a brother- 
king and king-brother of Louis, to wit, Oharles of 
Bioily. Takes it furthermore Edward Longshanks, 
Prince Eoya! of England, with as little scrapie as 
he will take Wales and Scotland some of these days. 
Takes it Gaston and Bearn, and the Kings of Fa- 
varre and Aragon* The fair dames of Europe, un- 
daunted by the grim reports of Paynim fevers and 
Paynim swords, prepare to follow their lords. The 
lady of Poitiers, the Countess of Brittany, Joiande 
of Burgundy, J eanne of Toulouse, Isabella of France, 
Amicia de Courtenay ; youth and beauty of blood 
not royal — these quit the dista:ff----wliieh queens are 
not too proud to handle in 1269 — and fallow their 
husbands beyond the salt sea. ' Their white hands 
are not satisfied with buckling on the armour, 
or hieing the morions, or knotting the scarves of 
their true kiiig];ts. The taper fingers long to be 
unbuckling the armour-straps after victory — albeit, 
perchance, th^Tc shall be other work found, . ere 
long fiir tile pretty digits : unguents and bandages 
to be prepared for the wounded ; orisons to be 
.14—2' . ' ' 
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said, mtE elasped hands,, for the souls of the 
dying. 

‘Saint Louis makes liis will To Agnes, 
youngest daughter, he leaves ten thousaud francs as 
her wedding portion. * To his Queen Margaret, he 
leaves four thotmnd francs. Then he appoints two 
Begents to rule over the kingdom during his ab- 
sence ; Mathew, Abbot of St. Denis, and Simon, 
Sire of Hesle. After which he will go take the 
orMamme. 

Now, the oriflamme, as you should know, is a 
standard of silk, attached to the end of a lance. 
Now its colom's are Samite Vermillion, cut to the 
giiise of a pennon, with three peaks, and having 
round it hoops of green silk.” In times of peace, 
over the high altar in the abbey of Saint Denis, 
sheltering the tombs of the Kings of France; in 
times of war it is borne before them in the front of 
the battle, where the King^s place should be. From 
the hands of Abbot Mathew Louis receives the 
sacred standard. At the same time they gird his 
loins with the escarceUe (a girdle), and put Into his 
hand the iomdon (a stick), ' which are called the 
consolation and sign of journey. And the delivery 
of these is so ancient in the Frankish monarchy, 
that it is patent that Charlemagne sits on his 
throne in his tomb beneath the dome of Aix- 
la-01iapelle,g irt with the golden girdle, and armed 
with the jewMIed staft he was wont to carry in 
Italy. 

The morrow, after praying at the tombs of the 
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martjrs, and placing Iiis kingdom beneath the pro- 
tection of the patron of France, be proceeds in great 
state and caremonj, but with bare feet (as also bis 
two sons), from tbe Palais de Justice to tbe cbnrcb 
of N6tre Dame, Tbe evening of tbe same day be 
leaves for Vincennes, wbere.be bids adieu to bis 
Queen Margaret, “gentle, good queen, full of great 
simplicity' sajs Eobert of Sainceriaux ; afterwards 
be quits mr ever the old oaks of tbe forest of Vin- 
cennes, tbe venerable witnesses of Ms justice and of 
bis virtue. 

^ ’ ^^Many and many a time/' wirites tbe ^good' Sire 
de Joinville, “have I seen tbe boly king-man (saini 
homme toy) sitting at tbe foot of an oak m tbe wood 
of Vincennes, and making us all sit down over 
against him on tbe green grass; and all who bad 
matters concerning wbicb they desired speech with 
him, were suffered to address him without any ser- 
Jeant or usher offering them hindrance. Many times, 
so, in tbe time that is gone, have I seen the good 
king come to bis garden that is in Paris, vestured 
in a coat of camlet, a surcoat of tiretaine without 
sleeves, a mantle above tlie black sandaiette ; and 
there have bis carpet spread for us and for him to 
sit round about among the dowers, and there did 
despatch for bis people, both bigb and low, as be did 
in the bygone at Vincennes/^ 

There is a gloomy, gothic, silent, fever^stricken 
seaport down in tbe dusky South of France, called 
Aigues-mortes ; and from here, on tbe 1st of July, 
in Qod's year 1370, Saint ^ Douis sets sail--be and ' 
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Iiis warriors, on Mb last crusade. Three schemes 
had been mooted in the King’s councils : to disem- 
bark at Saint J ean-tf Acre j to attack Egypt j or to 
make a descent on Tunis ; there being Pajnims to be 
slaughtered, and Christian laurels to be won, at 
each of these three points. Unhappily, Saint Louis 
takes the last of the three courses, for a reason you 
are to hear. 

' ' ' ‘w* ■ 

Tunis is now governed by a prince whom Geoffty 
of Boileau and William of Kangis call Omar»el« 
Muley-Moztanca. The historians of the period do 
not state why this prince should have feigned a 
desire to embrace the Christian creed : but it is 
probable enough that having heard of the strong 
crusading armaments preparing in the ports of the 
Mediterranean, he thought it worth while to send 
ambassadors to the court of King Louis, Mattering 
the holy king with hopes of an exemplary conver- 
sion, on his (Muley’s) part illusive and improbable. 
This he has done on the King of France hrst taking 
up the cross — ^not knowing probably where the 
storm would fall. His deceit brings the storm xught 
upon his own head ; for King Louis, being in doubt 
as to the sincerity or hypocrisy of this Mussulman 
neophyte, resolves to unriddle the pious enigma 
with a solution of glaives and hauberks, and steers 
direct for Tunis to convert Muley, do7i gre if he 
can, mcd gr^ if he cannot. 

Perhaps a little political reason lurking beneath 
this pious resolve ; The Tunisians have infested the 
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seas for years j .Iteir.roTers intercept the sucoonrs 
that are sent to the Christian princes in Palestine ; 
they furnish neighing steeds, bright weapons, and 
strong soldiers to the Sultans of Egypt ; there are 
the centres of the intrigues that Boudoc-Dari keeps 
up with the Moors of Morocco and the Moors of 
Spain. So that, besides his anxiety for Holy Cross, 
Saint Louis nuc^ wish to clear out a nest of pirates 
and biigands. j 

Saint Louis sails gallantly into the Bay of Tunis 
at the end of July, About this time a Moorish 
prince has undertaken the task of rebuilding Car- 
thage ; some new houses already begin to show 
their heads^ among the blocks of ruins, a freshly- 
built castle crowns the summit of the hill of Bjrsa. 
The crusaders are struck by the beauty of the 
country, covered as it is for miles with oiiye trees. 
Omar-el-Muley’s conversion has already vanished 
into air. To the Chxistian salutations of Hing 
Louis he responds by a savage menace, that if one 
single Crusader lands, every single Christian subject 
of his in Tunis shall be momentarily massacred. 
But this menace has no effect on Saint Louis and 
his host. They land incontinent j they encamp in 
the Isthmus of Carthage, and the French King’s 
almoner takes possession of the country of Hanni- 
bal, saying these words : I say to you the ban of 
our Lord and of Louis, Xing of Prance, his ser- 
jeant.'' This same country and spot has heard 
spoken Getulian, Syrian, Yandal, Greek, and 
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Wo, and always expressing the same passions, 
eoHclied in diiTerent tODguea 

^ Saint Lonm resolves to take 'Oartkage before be- 
sieging Tunis y for Tunis is rich, and strongly for-* 
tified. He drives tbe Saracens from a tower 
'wbicli defends the cisterns of Carthage; he rases 
the new castle ; in fancied security the stores of the 
expedition are disembarked, ultimately also the 
noble dames; and, by one of the revolutions that 
centuries bring round, the great ladies of France 
establish themselves among the ruins of the palace 
of Dido. 

But fortune is fleeting, and fate is remoiBeless, 
and prosperity evanescent.' Carthage is taken; 
but Tunis yet remains to be subdued, and Tunis 
cannot be taken without succours being received 
from Louis’s brother the King of Sicily, Swelter- 
ing, perforce, on the sandy isthmus, the army is 
attacked by a contagious malady which, in a few 
days, diminishes its strenglli by one»half. The flerce 
African sun literally devours men accustomed to 
dwell beneath a mild and e<fuably temperate sky. 
'In order to 'augment the misery of the crusaders, 
the !Moors fill tihe. air, means of machines^ with 
burning sand ; in their infernal ingenuity they 
imitate the effect of the famous khamsin or wind 
of the desert — an ingenuity worthy of the awful 
solitudes in which it has been engendered, showing 
to what pitch men can carry the genius of de- 
strudiion. Continual oombats and skirmisher weaken 
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tiie forces of tlie army ; tlxe liTing no longer snflloe' 
to bury the dead j the corpses are thrown into tlia 
ditcljes that form the entrenchments of the camp : 
these soon overflow with the stream of death. 

Already the Counts of E'emours, Montmorency, 
and Tenddmo, are dead; the king has seen expire 
in his arms his best beloved son the Count of 
Eevers. Then the arrow strikes him; and from 
that moment he knows that its wound is mortal, 
that the blow is sufficient to prostrate a frame 
already half-wom out by fatigue, mental andi 
physical. Yet sincex'e in all other things — loving 
the truth above all— Saint Louis dissimulates now. 
He hides his illness from his courtiers and his 
people; he feigns vigour and cheerfulness while the ■ 
hand of Death is weighing him down. Still 
struggling, and flghting Death with bold front and 
resolute mien, he goes daily and nightly the round 
of the hospitals. From holy works he passes to 
royal duties. The safety of the camp has to be 
looked after ; an intrepid front has to be made to 
the Paynims ; justice has to be rendered to the 
King’s lieges, beneath the shadow of the King^s 
tent-curtains, as in the old days beneath the oaks of 
Tincennes. , ^ . 

For days Prince Philip, the eldest born and heir 
of Louis, has not quitted his royal father. He h 
at last obliged to keep his tent ; then, thinking 
%hafe the hours of his utility to his people are num- 
bered, but that it behoves him to provide for their 
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wellbemg eren after Ms cleatlij lie writes liis will 
Bucange, tlie antiquary,, lias seen tlie niannscript in 
tlie saintly king's own writing. Tke cliaracters are 
large, yet feebly traced ; tbej ’ are tlie weak ex- 
pressions of a strong sotil, for tbe will is full ■ of 
wisdom, and goodness, and simple-mindeclness, and 
sage advice to liis son Fliilip, for tbe well govern- 
ing of tbe kingdom and people that are soon to 
. be bis. 

On tbe Monday morning, tbe twanty-fiftb of 
-August, Saint Louis of France, being in extremities, 
demands and I’eceives extreme unction ; then be 
causes bimself to be stretched on a bed of cinders, 
and — crossing bis arms over bis breast, and raising 
bis eyes to Heaven-— waits for death. 

Tbe sight has been seen but once, and never will 
be seen again. The horizon becomes dotted with 
black specks — the^se specks are ships — these ships 
are tbe fleet of Charles of Anjou, King of Sicily, 
laden with arms and men and munitions of war for 
tbe Crusaders. , Tbe hills and plains around Tunis 
are swarming with the Moorish hosts ; but in the 
camp of the Crusaders there is a dead silence ; tbe 
only figures io be seen are wasted, emaciated, death- 
stricken soldiers slowly and painfully dragging 
themselves to tbe tent of their expiring king. 
Within that tent, towai'ds tbe third hour of tbe 
afternoon, Saint Louis giving one sigh says, clearly 
and distinctly, these "words, ^^Lorcl, I shall go intef 
thine bouse and enter into thy temple and dies. 
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I THE EAST CEtrSADEK. 

f 

I So ran my reverie of the last Crusader. He -tvas 

I a Ciinstian and a King, -worthy of better times and 

I better deeds. Long the old knights and gentle- 

men who followed him were proud to say that they 
I had been crusading with Saist Louis; " and I have 

\ had made,” ivrifces the honest Sire de Joinville, 

“an altar in honoiu- of God and of ‘Monseigneur 
I Saint Loys.’” ® 




